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TAMARISK TOWN 



Part I 
THE BUILDER 



CHAPTER I 

MONYPENNY OF MARLINGATE 



In the hodlow of the hills that, to the north, melted 
into the Sussex Weald and, to the south, broke and 
crumbled into the sea, Marlingate lay with the green of 
the tamarisks hazing its streets. Tl^ town itself was a 
tumble of blacks and reds, a mass of broken colours flung 
between the hills, into the little scoop between the woods 
and the sea. It lay there like a thing flung down, heaped 
and broken, rolling to the very edge of the waves, and 
held from falling into them only by its thick, battered 
Town Wall. 

A mist generally hung over it, the webbing and clotting 
of it& sea breezes as their spindrift met the homely 
thmgs of its atmosphere — the grey hearth-smoke, the 
stewing heat of the town's crooked ways, the dew that 
refreshed the tamarisks at night. There was nearly always 
this fog of smoke and spray over Marlingate, melting its 
reds througfh purple into the deep, dancing blue of the 
sea; only now and then the colours came out clearly, 
blocks of black and red, with slashes and slices of white, 
and the old grey mouldings of church and town hall 
with their battlemented shadows. Then the weather-wise 
spoke of rain, and those wise in other ways than the 
weather's saw in the town a queer, changeling beauty. 
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as if it I|iy l>etween tlie lidls a fairy's town. A wind 
would, iis^VfltJ.shalce: in tho^woods, and blow down Fish 
Street ancf Hlgfli' 'Street 'to* the sea; and the sighing: 
waves would answer the sighing trees, and roar and cry 
to each other over the little red town that divided them, 
deep calling to deep, eternity calling to eternity across 
time. 

To Monypenny, watching at his window in' Gun 
Garden House, it seemed almost as if the woods and the 
sea would soon fly together in some strange embrace, 
crushing the town between them, swallowing up all his 
dreams for Marlingate in that one great dream wherein 
he and Marlingate swam together like bubbles, pledged 
to a divine destruction. He would rise up and square 
his shoulders, and feel himself upholding the town with 
his manhood — the alert, informing, vitalising brain of it 
all — saying to the woods' and the sea : ** Thus far you 
shall come, and no farther.** So Marlingate stayed a 
tumble and trickle of red and black on the edge of the 
sea, with the woods pressing flat and sullen against It. 
a little bit of time poised between two huge, threatening 
eternities. 

§ 2 

Mr. Hugo Becket sat in his office in Chancery Lane, 
waiting for a visitor. The office smelt of dust and leather, 
and stored papers almost flavorous. A small fire burned 
in the grate, chewing smokily a single lump of coal. Mr. 
Becket walked over to it and lifted his coat-tails, giving 
an uneasy glance at the window, as if in reluctant re- 
proach of it, because it did not frame the figure of Mr. 
Edward Monypenny panting to his appointment, now 
passed by thirteen minutes exactly. 

Then it struck Mr. Becket that perhaps Monypenny 
did not mean to come at all. He had changed his mind, 
and, being Monypenny, thought the matter concerned 
himself only, and had not troubled about the busy mer- 
chant who had cleared a space for him in his cumbered 
day. Perhaps he should have made a social matter of 
it, asked him to dinner; but the idea of binding Mony- 
penny with a dinner seemed ridiculous even to Becket. 
He lifted his coat-tails still higher. Damn Monypenny ! 
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He had been a fool to get involved with him and his con- 
cerns, at once mad and trumpery. No good would come 
of it, one might be sure. Perhaps it was just as well 
that Monypenny had missed his appointment. 

There was a ring at the bell of the outer office, and the 
next minute one of the clerks thrust his head into 
Becket's room. 

"Mr. Monypenny has called, sir." 

** Show him in." 

Every time he met him, Monypenny shocked Becket 
— shocked him with his youth. Somehow, in the intervals 
the merchant could never think of him except as an elder, 
or at youngest a contemporary. So it was silwaya a shock 
to meet the tall, solemn stripling of twenty-eight, who 
now stood before him with outstretched hand. His youth 
was incongruous, too; it shocked one's eyes as well as 
one's ideas; for his hair was quite white, and gave a 
sinister look to his face, which otherwise had nothing 
very remarkable about it save the unusual length of the 
chin. He was clean-shaven, except for the side-whiskers" 
whidh 1857 demanded, and these, together with his 
eyes and eyebrows, were black. 

It was typical of Monypenny that he made no refer- 
ence to his lateness. He sat down without waiting for 
an invitation. 

** Well, have you been thinking over what we talked 
about last night? " 

Becket would have thought it more decent if he 
ihad begun With a few remarks about the weather, but 
Monypenny was always ruthlessly economical of inter- 
course. 

** I've given the matter some consideration. It is cer- 
tainly promising, but of course you realise the whole 
thing is a gamble more or less." 

"I don't see that. You're safe, anyhow. The mort- 
gage will guarantee your expenditure up to the la!st shil- 
ling. As for the rest of us, we're pretty confident. Mar- 
lingate has been growing in popularity for years; we're 
meeting a demand, not creating it." 

"But don't you think you're meeting th^ demand 
quite sufficiently as things are? Don't you think that 
the people who come to Marlingate come chiefly for the 
bathing and the quiet and the climate? If you turn the 
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place into a typical seasdde resort you'll drive your best 
patrons away.** 

Monypenny smiled. He had an odd, unyouthful smile, 
which people often seemed to find disconcerting, per- 
haps on account of an indefinite irony that lurked in it. 

"You needn't be afraid of that," he said. "I don't 
suppose more than six per cent, of average human 
beings want quiet at the seaside. Of course, Fm not 
going to turn the place into a deadly racketing copy of 
London. I'm absolutely against anything of the sort. 
It's the deatli of seaside towns — Londonising them. I'll 
merely build a Parade, an Assembly Room, and some 
good houses on my land. I want to attract residents 
of high social standing." 

"Who's the Mayor?" Becket was a little discon- 
certed by Monypenny 's use of the first person singular. 

" Hewitson Pelham. A good fellow — ^keeps the peace, 
and doesn't meddle. Tve planned a Town Committee, to 
deal exclusively with this development idea. There's a 
strong Progressive party in the Town Council and among 
the local tradesmen. Of course, there's opposition, but 
it's not serious. I've absolutely no doubt that we'll pull 
the thing through. The times are ripe for it; the town's 
prosperous, and so is the country at large. All we want 
is enterprise — and a certain amount of financial backing." 

" 'Um ! " saSd Becket. 

"Of course, I shouldn't start my own building till I 
see how the thing in general gets on. We'll probs^bly 
begin with improving the sea-front — out of the Borough 
Fund, with perhaps a loan. Then there'll have to be an 
Assembly Room, and of course a proper water supply ; 
at present all the water comes from the Gut's Mouth 
Brook. Then, after a year or so, when I see how the 
place is doing, I'll build a road or two of genteel houses 
on my land, and I had thought of laying out part of it 
as public gardens^" 

** It's a good scheme. How large is your estate? " 

" A thousand acres, just outside the town. It's mostly 
woodland at present, but it's good for building — clay, 
with a gravel subsoil. I might start a brick yard." 

"And you would like me to— er — ^support the under- 
taking? " 

"Exactly. But it's not merely my own building I'm 
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thinkings about, though that's where your security comes 
in. I want to find somebody who'll take an interest in 
the town, and help make It known, and bring in genteel 
visitors.** 

Becket was flattered. 

" Well, of course, I might be of use in that way. My 
dear wife's people — she was a Hurdicott of Graveley, 
you know," and the widower sighed. "I'm related to the 
Duke of Lincoln by marriage," he added, more brightly. 

"Quite so," said Monypenny; "that's the sort of 
visitor I want to get." ' 

"The Duke!" 

"Why not? Once get a Duke to come to the place 
and everybody else will follow. We'll build him a fine 
hotel one of these days, and he can have his balls and his 
hunting and the best climate in England. Til build the 
town up round him." 

Becket was now a little fired, as well as flattered. 
"As I've told you before, the idea appeals to me, 
but as a man of business I see it's nothing but a gamble." 
Monypenny smiled faintly, and Becket fidgeted. 
"What I was going to suggest," said the former, 
"is that you should come down and see the place for 
yourself. I can give you hospitality, and you can look 
round and meet some of the Town Council." 

"Thanks. I slhould like that. No time this week, but 

if next will suit you " 

"Perfectly. I should like you to see the town — it's 
ideally situated for our scheme. Nature's given us a 
start in the way of climate and scenery. Which day next 
week? " 

He surveyed Becket impatiently as he ran through 
the crowded list of his engagements. 

"Thurisday? " said the merchant. "I'm afraid I can't 
manage anything before then, and I'll have to be back 
on Friday." 

"Very well — ^Thursday," and Monypenny rose to take 
leave. "I'll meet you if you let me know your train. 
You'll like the place, and I'm sure you'll never repent of 
your decision." 

"I haven't decided anything," said Becket, but Mony- 
penny liad gone. 

For some minutes Becket sat staring abstractedly at 
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the clcx:k. Well, he was committed, he supposed, and he 
wasn't sorry. He wanted some interest outside his city 
affairs. This would bring* him credit, too. . . . But 
he was not so sure of that as he had been before this 
interview with Mooy penny. He now realised that 
if the thing succeeded and there was credit for anyone, 
it would somehow be Mony penny's; that if anyone 
swaggered through Marling'ate's festivals as a Victorian 
Beau Nash it would be Monypenny; that if anyone had 
a street named after him or a statue erected outside the 
Town Hall it would be Monypenny. Damn Monypenny ! 



§3 

In spite of the omnibuses jolting down Fleet Street 
and the Strand, Monypenny walked from Becket's office 
to the Golden Croiss Hotel. He liked the jostle of the 
pavements, all the black-coated activity round him, the 
hurrying clerks, the office-boys running laden to the post, 
even those who bumped into him as they raced with time, 
the almost complete absence of loiterers, and above all 
of women with their languors and futilities. Though he 
was going to create a Paradise for these, neither they 
nor their Paradise counted as much as the labours that 
should raise St, the stately activities of the borough 
fathers from which it should spring. 

He called at the Hotel for his luggage, and had it 
brought across the river to the station. He must catch 
the twelve o'clock train down to Marlingate, as there 
was a Corporation Dinner that evening at five. It was 
the first since the municipal elections, and of more than 
usual momentousness, for at it were to be announced 
the details of the new great scheme. 

It was many years now since the Town Council had 
begun to dream of transforming their plain dumpling 
botough into the spiced confectionery of a watering- 
place. These dreams had been at first withheld from 
materialisation by a reactionary element in the Town 
Council itself — sturdy fisher-folk who had made their 
money at the nets, and scorned a future unconnected with 
what had been Marlingate' s most flourishing industry 
e\'er since Free Trade took the bread out of tb« poor 
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smuggler's mouth. However, during the last few years 
this faction had lost its grip, and ' the Progressives had 
got the upper hand. These eagerly welcomed Mony- 
penny into their ranks, as the biggest landowner of the 
neigfhbourhood, who had lately come of age, and suc- 
ceeded to the estates that stretched from Cuckoo Hill 
in the west to All Holland Hill in the east, and from 
the Warrior's Gate at the north end of the town away 
to the Sussex Weald. A precocious borough father, he 
had been elected Councillor, and three years later an 
Alderman. The Council suddenly woke to the fact that he 
was its unofficial head, that it was he — not Mr. Pelham, 
the Mayor — ^who led the Progressives. There had been 
no actual or noticeaible fight for supremacy ; he had just 
quietly assumed it. In a fit of nervousness they offered 
him the mayoralty, which he declined. He was too young, 
he said, with an odd kind of diffidence which he showed 
occasionally. The excuse came as a shock. 

It was a four hours* journey down to Marlingate, 
and no provisioo was made for passengers in the 
way of food or the warming of the train. Monypenny 
bought a Daily News for fourpence — he was a Liberal 
of the intellectual type, sometimes sharply critical even 
of his own party — and made himself as comfortable as 
he could in a first-class carriage. Hooting absurdly, 
the little green engine, with its long tooth-rimmed funnel, 
clamked its tail of wooden coaches out of the station, 
and shook itself into a reckless pace of fifteen miles an 
hour. 

Monypenny watched the jogging country — the 
meadow-lands and spinneys of Kent and Sussex, 
smudged with autumn fog's. Open country had for 
him at once a repulsion and a charm. It was the 
We outside his life — ^the life he glanced at in* his 
moments of leisure from the squat urbanities of Mar- 
lingate. All round the town the brown woods heaped 
themselves over his land. He could see them from his 
study, where he worked at plans and calculations, and 
suddenly lifting his eye's to them from some design for 
the new Parade or the Borough gardens, he would have 
a quick, uneasy sense as of a wild animal crouching at 
tlie door. 

As far as the jolting of the train would allow, he read 
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his paper, and made notes in his pocket notebook. By 
t!he time he reached Marlingate those were, as spasmod- 
ically recorded: *'Ask Beoket to contribute to Borough 
Loan." .... "Be careful of Gallop at dinner." . . . 
" Good idea : offer to lower rents oo the Stade — this will 
draw him." . . . "Railway service must be improved — 
only takes three hours to Brighton." ... "Be careful of 
Lewnes, or he will vulgarise the place; he is a commoa 
fellow." . . . "Ofifer Becket to name a street after 
him." . . . "Genteel houses only." . . . "Guide-book 
necessary. Who will write it?" . . . "Becket is a 
fool." 

At last, after much pottering among- " hams " and 
"hursts," the train sidled into Marlingate station. Mony- 
penny stretched his cramped limbs and brushed oH the 
superficialities of dust and grime. He gave his bag to 
the porter, for he did not want to drive. There was 
always a thrill for him in the walk from the station, 
through the town, to Gun Garden House. The air twangfed 
faintly with the smell of fish — ^it was the good smell of 
the town, exhaled from aill its brined and cobbled streets. 
Down where the new Station Road joined the High Street 
by the America Ground there was for a moment the 
gustier smell of the sea, with a glimpse of its white 
breakers fretting* at the groynes. The dusk hung over sea 
and streets — a web in which were meshed dim orange / 
stars, the lights of house windows and little shops, and 
the lights of the fishing-boats that lobbed on the deep 
waters ofiF Rock-a-Nore. . 

In the High Street it was less th^i dusk, for the tall 
houses gloomed over it and blocked out tiie lingering" 
radiations from the west. The street was very narrow, 
and paved with iboulders and mine^stones, which made 
it rough going for anyone who forsook the higii pave- 
ments, standing occasionally four feet above it, and re- 
calling the days when it used to be flooded at the spring 
tides. The houses, Sn their weather-stung irregfularity, 
gave an odd impression of growth. It seemed incon- 
gruous to link human art and labour with their gnarled 
frontages. Most were tall — storey piled on storey, pro- 
jecting, receding, overhanging, leaning, bulging, accord- 
ing to the fancy, or necessity, of the builjier. Seen from 
the street, they showed a chevaux de frise of gables. 
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pricking the sky, with here and there an early star 
caught in their spikes. 

At the end of the High Street on the right was a 
wilderness of tamarisk and alder, stretching eastward 
across the town to the mouth of Fish Street, which ran 
seawards parallel to the H^h Street. Opposite, stood a 
I>eaceable white house, from whose pillared porch a lan- 
tern swung. It was just inside the boundaries of the 
town, as marked by the crumbKng Warrior's Gate. It 
stood plumb on the road, and had once been an inn — 
the ** French Gun." Though for over a hundred years it 
had been used as a dwelling house, there was still some- 
thing strangfely inn-like about it, and travellers had even 
been known to halt there by mistake, as if the tavern 
spirit still haunted it and called to them. 

Monypenny rang- the bell, and was let in by West, his 
man. He entered the gloomy house with a sense of relief 
and homecoming. The dark walls, lowering balustrade, 
and cumbrous furniture were all part of the idea of home 
and peace and seclusion which gave refreshment to the 
straining activities of his public life. He had lived there 
from his birth, in the remote society of his mother, whose 
death, just before he came of age, had made little dif- 
ference to him either in habit or emotion. The Mony- 
penny s, of far back Scottish descent, came of a good 
yeoman stock which used to till the soil outside Mar- 
lingate. Only a generation lay between Edward aJid old 
Brinton Monypenny, owner of Leasan House on the 
Romney Marshes. Prosperity had brought his son into 
the town, where he had married money and bought a 
large estate. He had a passion for acres, and added to 
his domains by buying all the land he could lay hold of, 
sometimes at crippling prices. He had died soon after 
his son's birth, and his widow would have liked to sell 
some of the estate, as the family's income was by no 
means in proportion to its acres. But by the terms of the 
will she could not do so till her son came of age, and 
by that time she was dead, and he had formed plans 
which made every foot of it precious. 

From his study window this night he could see his 
territories sweep up almost to the crest of Cuckoo Hill, 
whiqh showed a crinkled outline against the spent fires 
of sunset. Northward the fog- blurred them into the 

B 
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weald. They were thickly wooded, spinney linked to spin- 
ney by tentacles of undergrowth, copse after copse ring-- 
ing- field and farm. They were oddly shaggy and primeval 
for lands so near a town, and that evening, as he looked 
out at them, he again had the sensation as of some animal 
crouching outside and waiting to spring. 



§ 4 

The Maidenhood Inn was half-way down the High 
Street, opposite the Town Hall. Here the Corporation 
had kept its feasts from time immemorial. The long, 
raftered dining-room, where the walls were draped with 
fishing-nets and decorated with cases of stuffed fish, had 
echoed to countless Mayoral speeches and Aldermanic 
toasts. The smells of long-forgotten dinners still seemed 
to haunt it, reeking stuffily from wood and plaister, sub- 
duing the smell of sawdust and stale beer that filled the 
rest of the house, and even the all-pervading smell of 
fish which was the personal odour of the town. 

Monypenny, as he entered, sniffed almost eagerly 
at the thick flavorous air, now further condensed by 
tobacco smoke, for the company was smoking while 
awaiting its full assembly. Hewitson Pelham, the Mayor, 
presided, already panting in his robes of office. Beside 
him was his son Robert, a lumpish youth, with rolling, 
well-oiled quiff and a suit of drabs which did not fit him. 
Monypenny greeted them with a mixture of formality 
and indifference which was characteristic of him. He 
was more elegantly dressed than anyone in the room, in 
a dark-blue suit of French cloth, with long, tight trousers. 
There were rumours afloat that he went to a Loadon 
tailor, which was considered unpatriotic, as everyone 
else was arbitrarily clothed by Alderman Lewnes, who 
had a draper's shop and tail<ying business three doors 
from the Maidenhood. Alderman Lewnes stood close 
to the Mayor, a youngish, stoutish, fussy little man, by 
no means a happy example of his own cut and skill. 

"Good evening, Monypenny," with an obvious effort 
leaving out the "Mr.," to maintain the equalities of 
borough life. 

"Good evening." 
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"Just come hame? Had jolly time? The Great City. 
. . . Te he ! " 

** I went to the Leathersellers* dinner." 

"And somewhere else, Til be bound," and again with 
an obvious effort Lewnes dug 'him in the ribs. He had 
a local reputation as a Dog. 

"Nowhere else," said Monypenny. 

"I went to Brighiton the other day, and picked up a 
few ideas for the Development." 
i "Brighton's going down. It's becoming Londonised." 

"Brighton's good enough for me. If we ever do as 
well as Brighton we shan't have much to complain about. 
I sdiould like to know what their Borough Fund stands 
at." 

"Ours isn't so bad." 

"No, no. But we'll have to increase the rates." 

"Certainly." 

"And there'll be squealing." 

"I hope not." 

"Sure to be. All those herring-trimmers down at 
the Stade " 

" Gentlemen, dinner is served. " 

The host, bringing in the turtle soup, fortunately in- 
terrupted Lewnes just as Councillor Gallop — known as 
the Fishermen's Councillor, and brawny with long labour 
at the netsr — had begun to move towards him. The 
company spread itself noisily round the tables, and still 
more noisily sat down, after the Rev. Somerville Hunt, 
^ Rector of St. Nicholas, had said grace. The turtle soup 
was an innovation, on Mansion House lines, and com- 
plained of by some who four»d it took the edge off their 
appetite, witii few compensations; and by a larger num- 
ber to whom its elegant consumption presented diffi- 
culties of an apparency insurmountable kind. 

The Town Council was made up mostly of tradesmen, 
with a salting of the middle classes. The Mayor belonged 
" to the latter, being descended from a line of street-owners 
whose name had been linked with Marlingate from the 
fourteenth century. Councillor Breeds was a retired 
doctor, and Councillor Wastel a solicitor. On the other 
hand. Alderman Vidler was not ashamed to retail beef- 
steaks in person to fishennen's wives on Saturday night; 
Councillor Elphee still faintly smelt of tallow from his 
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grocer's shop; and Councillor Lusted was a builder, 
responsible for most of the tall, bow-windowed houses of 
tarred brick that ihad lately shot up on the Coney Banks. 

At the Town Banquet all were equals, for all had been 
baptised into one endeavour. The advancement of Mar- 
lingate was as a gospel to its Borough Council, long 
prophesied, long prepared for, and now at last revealed. 
True, there were some heretics, even at the table, but 
these hardly counted in the prevailing orthodoxy. 

For years there had been a Progressive party in the 
Corporation, which spoke unheeded of Parades aiid 
Assembly Rooms, building and sanitary reform. They 
had much to fight against — a majority of old men, who '■ 
disliked the thought of change, to whom the stationary 
statistics at every census were a sign of grace, who 
wanted no more stimulating debauch than a game of 
skittles, took pleasure in the soft green down that 
bloomed the less travelled streets, and enjoyed the full 
flavour of the Gut's Mouth Brook if exceptionally they 
were reduced to drinking water. 

One by one these had paid the penalty of reaction 
and been swallowed up by the floods they chose to ignore. 
They had died out, faded out, and their place had been 
taken by the young and burning — "Monypenny's young 
men," as they came to be called, thoug<h all of them were 
older than Monypenny. There had been a regular ex- 
plosion of town-planning and surveying, and Monypenny 
had given out his intention of building over his estate 
as soon as his budget would allow. Lately it had been 
rumoured that he had found a financial backer, who 
would not only advance money for building and road- 
making, but take interest in the town in other ways, 
improving its resources and contributing to its revenues. 

To-night the rumour was made official. Monypenny 
confirmed Becket's undertaking, without the conditions 
and reservations that gentleman still cherished in his 
ignorance. Mr. Hugo Becket, on the board of the Wor- ' 
shipful Company of Leathersellers, had become so deeply 
interested in Marlingate that he had declared his willing- 
ness to invest a large part of his immense fortune in its 
concerns. This fell a little short of rumour. Some had 
said that Monypenny/ s backer was a peer, others that he 
was an offshoot of iroyalty itself. A romantic minority had 
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changed the sex and credited some infatuated woman 
with tremefidous sacrifices. It was a little disappoint- 
ing to find that the town's coffers were to be filled by 
nobody more exciting tihan a city merchant, a member of 
\^ one of the lesser companies, too. However, the result 
would be the same, and good steady results, judgin^: i>\ 
Monypenny 's details. A residential district as a bait to 
a permanent aristocracy was almost awe-inspiring in its 
possibilities. . . . Alderman Lewnes already saw his 
shop double-fronted, and Alderman Vidler was deliver- 
ing legs of lamb to Marchionesses. 



§ 5 

The dinner took an immense time, for the Marlingate 
fathers had immense appetites, and it was something 
more than a rumour that many of them increased their 
natural capacities by an introductory fast. Conversation 
was at first spasmodically and indistinctly confined to 
Monypenny's news. Then, as the madeira succeeded the 
sherry, and the claret the madeira, till at last the port 
was on the table, tongues wagged more and more noisily, 
so that Tom Tutt, the host, hereditary toast-maker, had 
to shout for silence when the Mayor rose. 

" Gentlemen ! His Worship the Mayor ! " 

There was loud cheering and some raucous attempts to 
start "For he*s a jolly good fellow." 

Hewitson Pelham bowed and beamed. "Aldermen, 
Councillors, and Gentlemen of Marlingate," he began richly. 

Silence fell at once, and all eyes turned on ithel 
town's father, majestic in his red and black robes, fur- 
trimmed and caped, with the chain of office lying heavy 
as a Guildhall banquet on his breast. 

"Aldermen, Counpillors, and Gentlemen, — ^Wie are 
gathered together at our Municipal Banquet to celebrate 
those elections which have established— or re-established, 
as the case may be — us in those situations and offices we 
anticipate filling for the coming year. But more than 
ordinary importance attache® to this reunion and to the 
year of which it is the precursor; for Marlingate is, as 
you are all aware, to embark on new and adventurous 
enterprises." (Loud cheers.) "For some time, gentle- 
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men, the Mayor and Corporation of this borougfh have had 
under their consideration plans for transforming" Max- 
lingate from a sequestered, if thriving, fishing town into 
a genteel watering-place." (Roars of approval, some cries 
of "Hear, hear," and a groan.) "Marlingate is not un- 
known to fame already for its charming climate and 
uniique bathing, but all who appreciate it agree that it 
has not achieved the celebrity, to say nothing of the 
fashion, it deserves, and acute and zealous minds among 
us have been busily scheming its development in this 
respect. I cani now announce to you that we have agreed 
upon a plan of action, owing greatly to the energy, the 
forethought, and sound commercial sense of Alderman 
Monypenny." (A pause, some cheering, and a great 
craning of necks.) "Alderman Monypenny has been long 
enough among us to impress us with his clearness and 
energy of mind. None of us has Marlingate's interests 
more sincerely at heart than he. I am not a great 
speaker" — (loud cries of dissension, appropriately ac- 
knowledged> by the borough stylist) — "so I will call on 
Alderman' Monypenmy to put before you the scheme 
which, after much deliberation and consultation, has been 
evolved for the development of this town from a place of 
industry to a place of fashion, from the resort of the 
retiring and industrious few to the playground of the 
leisured and genteel many; so that the great name of 
Brighton shall not ring more gloriously than the name of 
Marlingate, whose Mayor I am, whose Aldermen and 
Councillors you are, and whose interests I warrant you all 
have next your hearts, resolute to consecrate your in- 
tellects and labours to the advancement of the town 
which I prophesy will in ten years' time rob Brighton of 
her proud title of * Queen of Watering Places. * " 

This was a record even for the Mayor, and the cheer- 
ing wa!s prolonged for some minutes after he sat down. 
Monypenny rose in the thick of it, and stood waiting for 
it to subside. He hardly seemed to notice his surround- 
ings, but fixed his eyes on a stuffed tunny-fish on the 
opposite wall, at which he continued to stare during the 
whole of his speech. 

He did not speak, like the Mayor, in flowing periods, 
with a tendency of the current tp slop over. A rather 
hafsh voice and an abstracted ga;ce established no senti- 
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mental link between him and his audience; but some- 
how behind his words was a vital quality, a knife-edged 
enthusiasm which seemed to drive them into men's hearts 
and mix them with their blood. 

The matter of his speech was bald enough. He began 
with reading out the names of those elected to serve on 
the new Town Committee — the Mayor of course, Mony- 
penny himself, with his fellow Aldermen Lewnes and 
Vidler, and Councillors Breeds, Lusted, and Waste!. The 
Committee would meet once a month and deal exclusively 
with the de\elopment scheme. 

He then outlined the scheme itself. It would begin 
with reforms in such homely matters as sanitation and 
water supply. These things, he said, were more thought 
of now than they used to be, especially by people of 
fashion. The Corporation were consklering the building 
of waterworks on the Totty Lands, for which they in- 
tended raising a loan. He himself would give the land 
for the undertaking. Later on he hoped to lay out the 
vhole of his estate in municipal building, thus increasing 
the area of Marlingate by some thousand acres. This 
could be worked up into a fashionable residential quar- 
ter, where good houses could be let to good people. For 
summer visitors lodgings would have to be found in the 
town itself, the nearer the shore the better. With this 
end in view, the Corporation purposed pulling down the 
old Town Wall and building a Marine Parade, such as 
is usual in seaside towns. Naturally, an Assembly Room 
would have to be built for balls, parties, and concerts, 
and it was also intended to develop the waste ground 
known as the Wilderness into a Public Garden or Town 
Park. Further, the piece of derelict land known as the 
America Ground would have to be brought within the 
Borough's jurisdiction. As the Council knew, it was at 
present no man's land, being a part of the sea floor aban- 
doned by the tides, and therefore free to any beggars, 
gipsies, or other undesirables who might camp on it, 
with the result that a mock city of shacks, huts, and tents 
encroached on the western edge of the town, just where 
the new Parade would end. 

He finished abruptly and unexpectedly, and the com- 
pany, which never could accustom itself to his peroration- 
kss endings, was taken aback, and, instead of cheering. 
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sat expectant. Even when it realised his dues, applause 
soon passed into discussion. 

Aldiennan Lewnes was the first to stand up, his 
napkin still tucked forg-etfully under his chin. He wished, 
he said, to give his hearty support to every word Alder- 
man Monypenny had uttered. For a long* while they had 
all been thinking Marlingate was a little behind the times. 
The place needed waking up. They wanted smart people 
to come down — ^people who would appreciate London 
styles. He had long been wanting to ■ develop his busi- 
ness on more up-to-date lines, but he had received little 
encouragement from the residents, who seemed to think 
that Marlingate could be a law unto itself in matters of 
taste. This development scheme would be an excellent 
thing for shopkeepers. He foretold a new era of pros- 
perity for local trade. The shops of Marlingate would 
become as famous as the shops of Brighton, second only 
to Lx>ndon in the lead of fashion. He also applauded 
Alderman Monypenny's loyal offer of his estate for build- 
ing purposes. If this enterprise was successful he, 
Lewnes, might think of bricks and mortar in connection 
with a bit of land he had on the Coney Banks. 

Loud cheers greeted this generous announcement, in 
the midst of which up rose Councillor Gallop — the Fisher- 
men's Councillor, as he was called, for he was related 
to nearly every family in the fishing qu^ter, and spoke 
the fisher lingo even at Corporation meetings. 

"Wotsuniever you mean to do wud the quality, my 
masters, I hope you won't forget as this is fust and fore- 
most a fisherman's town, and as we don't want to see the 
Corporation neglect our trade for concerns that sound 
grand, but have unaccountable petty sawdust in them. 
Parades and Parks and Waterworks are all very fine, 
but the herring-net brings in boco more- money and doesn't 
cost such a deal to start. I ain't fur saying we should 
kip things as they are — have the gentry down and let 
*em eat our herrings. But don't go clearing out the Stade 
to build 'em pleasure gardens, and as for the America 
Ground there's many an honest man has his home there." 
(" No ! " very loud from Alderman Vidler.) " Fishery 
pays better than gentry in the long run, having naun to 
do wud building and fashions. We don't have to beat 
a drum to get the herrings down " 
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Here lie was interrupted by a little taw-whiskered 
man, who shot up in his place with the cry, "I object 
to the whole thing- ! " This was Councillor Elphee, son 
of a late Mayor of the reactionary school, a grocer by 
trade and a Methodist by conviction, and owner of some 
forty acres of All Holland Hill. 

" I object to the whole thing*," he repeated ; " it's only 
a cloak for bringing" vice and ungodliness into the town." 

"Come, come, Mr. Elphee," said the Mayor; "you've 
no riglit to say that. The very names of the Town Com- 
mittee -guarantee " 

"They guarantee nothing. Your Worship." 

"That's because his ain't among 'em," came a ribald 
interruption. 

"I would scorn to have my name associated with an 
undertaking to demoralise the town." 

" Prove your words, sir ! " cried Councillor Lusted. 

"Well, you say you want to make this place like 
Brighton, and the sea front at Brighton's nothing but 
a walk of adulterers and adulteresses." 

"Come, come, Mr. Elphee," and his Victorian Wor- 
ship blenched; "you've no need to be so— er — Biblical 
in your language. Besides, even if what you imagine 
were a fact, which it is not by a very long way, it would 
not follow that similar scandals would be tolerated for 
one moment in this borough. As I've said, the very 
names on the Town Committee " 

^* There's not one man of grace among them ! " cried 
Elphee. 

Monypenny rose. 

" The members were elected, as Your Worship knows, 
by the Council and chief burgesses. The first condition 
of membership was enthusiasm for the borough's con- 
cerns, which naturally did not give much chance to 
gentlemen who prefer herrings or their Bibles." 

" Now, Alderman, you've no need to jeer at me along 
of him," cried Gallop truculently. 

"I'm not jeering at you. You have a perfect right to 
prefer herrings to anything in the universe, and to 
show you that this Council acknowledges your rights, 
it proposes to lower the rents on the Stade." 

Gajlop was taken aback. He had been fighting for 
a reduction for years, and here it was half contemptu- 
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ously thrown at him in the course of some other under- 
taking. 

"If you don't meddle wud me I won't meddle wud 
you," he said sulkily. 

Councillor Elphee opened his mouth ito wage his 
share of the quarrel; but Pelham, nervous of strife, 
and also nervous of what Alderman Monypenny mig-ht 
offer further in. the cause of peace, stood up and sup- 
planted him. 

" Gentlemen, I beg you not to let any altercation spoil 
the unanimity of our reunion. I feel sure that the plans 
under consideration will interfere in no wise with the 
customary trade of the town, which, on the contrary, 
will be substantially encouraged in all its branches. More- 
over, no one in any way familiar with the principles of 
this CorpKM-ation can fear for the cause of religion and 
good order in our midst. Our great object must be, as 
Aklerman Monypenny has reminded us, gentility, wiiieh 
is incompatible both with vice and with vulgarity. Our 
aim is to achieve a thoroughly genteel and fashionable 
watering-place, select yet lively, quiet yet abounding in 
entertainment, in perfect taste and in perfect style. I 
think that the matter has been most satisfactorily dis- 
cussed, and we can now proceed from conversation to 
endeavour. Therefore I propose a toast, our first toast 
this evening, and the most glorious we have drunk for 
years : To the growth and prosperity of Marlingate ! 
Marlingate, the resort of fashion, the conqueror of 
Brighton, the queen of watering-places ! Gentlemen — 
Marlingate ! " 

Everyone stood up, and glasses were emptied to shouts 
of " Marlingate ! " " Long live Marlingate ! " " Marlin- 
gate and no heel-taps ! " " Marlingate, gentlemen ! 
Marlingate ! " 

§ 6 

It wa's past one o'clock when the party at the Maiden- 
hood Inn broke up— a dozen Aldermen and Councillors, 
with a small-fry of clerks, all genially stuffed, and no one 
carrying less than three bottles of excellent wine. The 
Mayor walked home with his son to Harpsichord House, 
so called because it straddled Fish Street like a gro- 
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tesque pianoforte.- Alderman Vidler went with t^iem as 
far as the Grand Passage Way, glad of the worshipful 
company to condone a slight roll in his gait. The same 
slight roll in the case of Councillor Lusted was tackled 
by his linking arms with Councillor Wastel, who in his 
turn hooked on to Councillor Putland, who, linked to 
Councillor Breeds, stretched their line right across the 
High Street till they had to break up at the Petty Passage 
Way. Elphee, the opposition, was drawn by a certain 
felkw feeling to Gallop, who was not, however, so much 
(Opposition as a thorn in the ministerial flesh. Councillor 
Luck, whose road led by the America Ground,- took hold 
of Tom Potter, the Town Clerk, and a stout oak stick. 

Soon all had gone except Lewnes and Monypenny. 
The latter stood in the doorway, brushing with his sleeve 
his tall chimney-pot hat. Lewnes looked as if he would 
have liked to ask him for his company as far as the Coney 
Bank Steps, but Monypenny had art with Lewnes, and 
without offending him to any dangerous point, managed 
to keep their intercourse within limits tolerable to him- 
self. Of all the Town Council, not excepting Elphee and 
Gallop, he liked Lewnes the least. He saw him as that 
most dangerous of followers, the disciple who will always 
go one better than his master. He saw him besides as a 
Brummagen link in the borough chain, a thread of shoddy 
in Marlingatc*s adornment. This municipal cheap-Jack, 
this shopkeeping Progressive — Monypenny hid his con- 
tempt only that he might the better mould him to his 
restraints. To-night he felt that he could not foul his 
triumph with such company, so managed just with- 
out rudeness — ^he was accomplished in such negative in- 
tercourse — ^to send the Alderman off alone. A few minutes 
later he himself started on his way home. Up the High 
Street, under the blind windows, his footsteps clinked in 
the hush of the town, as he marched sonorously past the 
Coney Bank Steps and the Wilderness to the glooming 
doorway of Gun Garden House. 

He let himself in, and sighed deeply as the dark, still 
atmosphere of the place closed round him. He loved his 
home; it was dear to him in every tile and stick — its 
cumbrous furniture and lowering, oppressive spaces were 
to him the symbolism of comfort and quiet. It was not 
want of Bospitality that made him neglect to ask Lc^wnes 
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home. But hospitality was with Monypemiy a formal, 
sacred rite — he would not casually violate the sanctities 
of his home for an unappreciative babbler and vulgarity- 
monger like the Alderman. He loved to give splendid, 
sombre feasts, when wax candles lit up his mahogany, 
and borough dignitaries and their wives solemnly ate and 
drank the most excellent of meats and wines. His din- 
ners had a reputation in proportion to their rarity. He 
never asked a friend to " drop in " for any meal ; he 
entertained royally or he ate alone — ^with no lack of state 
in that, either. 

To^nigfht he stole quietly upstairs, as if respecting 
the silence of the house. His bedroom was in front, 
and from the uncurtained windows he could look down 
on Marlingate as it lay a blot of darkness under the 
stars. He was not sleepy; indeed, he was a man who 
always seemed able to do with a very small amount of 
sleep, and often spent a night out of bed, either working at 
the town's business or soaring restlessly among his dreams. 
For in the sacred privacies of liis house, Monypenny 
allowed himself to dream. His dreams were at once the 
fruit and forcing-bed of his activities. Sitting at his win- 
dow, he would apK)calypse that sleeping huddle of roofs 
and streets. Fish Street and the High Street would 
broaden into two streaming thoroughfares and ftow sea- 
wards through palaces, thronged with princely feet. A 
string of lights would sweep along the Marine Parade, 
where the old Town Wall had been ; upi-town houses would 
spark his bare lands with shining windows; carriages 
would drive up to their doors; while everywhere music 
tinkled of revelry. The tamarisk thickets of the Wilder- 
ness would trim themselves into the walks and beds and 
ponds of the Municipal Park. . . . The whole thing 
would glow and glitter and triumph in Monypenny *s 
brain, with behind it all a strange aching sense of the 
unsatisfied, of inadequacy even in fulfilment, of a reach- 
ing out beyond hope and desire, which salted these 
dreams with a torrent all their own, and made him hurry 
back to refuge in the actual. 

He sat down by the window, and leaned his elbow 
on the sill. Gradually the sky behind All Holland Hill 
was filming with the moonrise, and at last the Novem- 
ber moon came up round and dim, pouring a honeycomb 
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of light into the chinked and creviced town. Out across 
the sea spread a mysterious track that swamped the 
fisher-lights dipping and winking off the Gringer. The 
sea sent up a solemn sigh, which mingled with the sigh 
of the tamarisks in the Wilderness. 

The south-west gaJe was rising; as yet it seemed far 
off, moaning behind the westward jut of Cuckoo HilL 
Now and then it came ruffling over the town, with stormy 
rags of cloud, breathing strange vagrant dreams into 
the sleep of Marlingate. It seemed to Monypenny as if 
the wind linked up the woods and the sea — it jodned their 
sighings, it mixed their savours, it seemed to proclaim 
the alliance of these two against his town. 



§ 7 

Becket came down the following Thursday, and Mony- 
penny met him at the station in a hackney carriage. 
There was a fc^ on the town, a clammy muffle of white, 
salt to the lips. The houses between which they drove 
were almost invisible, dim arabesques on the prevailing 
whiteness. It depressed and chilled Becket; he pre- 
ferred the sooty opacities of a London fog to this, and he 
remarked irritably to Monypenny that they could never 
expect to brimg fashion to a town that reeked so 
powerfully of fish. 

Monyp>enny sneered. "We'll call it ozone." 

They stopped before a grey looming shape. 

"This is the house." 

Becket was still further depressed. He had exf>ected 
Monypenny 's house to be severely reclused in his estates, 
approached by a mile-long avenue, perhaps. This inn- 
like building, cheek by jowl with a rackety High Street 
struck him as undignified, even a little indecent. Once 
again he began to ask himself where all his truck was 
leading him. Why had he mixed himself up with the 
affairs of this dirty fishing-borough? In his heart he 
murmured against Monypenny, who he felt had tricked 
him. He must have been bubbled somehow, or he would 
never have let himself in for this foolish enterprise. That 
he was wholly committed he had not doubted since 
arriving at Marlingate, though until that moment he had 
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told himself that the visit was only a preliminary survey. 
There was something in Monypenny*s calm assumption 
that the affair was settled which paralysed Becket while 
it goaded him. 

However, he was a little appeased by the inside of the 
house; though the dark furniture and wide dreary rooms 
oppressed him, they als6 gave him a reassurance of 
solidity. Outside, Gun Garden House might lie faint on 
the vision as a grey fog-castle, but inside it was full of 
good substantial things — such as mahogany furniture, a 
respectful manservant who valeted one to perfection, 
and a most excellent dinner, with wine that lifted one 
back into lost enthusiasms. 

During dinner Monypenny talked of indifferent things. 
His reply to Becket' s criticism of the town-smell had 
been his only reference to the purpose of the latter 's 
visit. Sitting over his port and walnuts, his head and 
shoulders scarcely more dim in the reflection of the table- 
top than againist the massing shadows of the room, he 
might have been some stately courteous uncle of Becket 's, 
solemnly sipping wine and talking politics of a mellow- 
ness in. keeping with its vintage. There was nothing 
revolutionary about Monypenny *s liberalism, and he had 
none of the impetuosities and catch-words of the young 
men of his party. He approved of reform, he was in 
favour of progress, and he admired Gladstone — ^that was 
all. He spoke of books, too, but not so much* for he had 
read more deeply, though perhaps not more widely, than 
Becket. Carlyle was his favourite author, and he had 
never heard of Mrs. Henry Wood. 

After dinner they went into Monypenny 's study. The 
book-lined walls impressed Becke^ also the massive 
writing-table covered with papers and plans and corre- 
spondence. Why this last should have impressed him it 
would be hard to say, for it was not more cumbered than 
his own. But somehow Monypenny*s business had a 
uniqueness, lin the phrase of the time an " air " about it, 
which the humdrum traffic of a city merchant could not 
hope to imitate. Monyp>enny pulled two leather arm- 
chairs up to the fire and opened a box of cigars. 

"There's a young architect fellow coming down here 
to-morrow — he'll look over the place with us, and give 
us expert advice." 
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"Who is he? " 

"His name is Figg, Decimus Figg, and he won the 
Bulverhythe Corporation's prize for a Town Hall. 1 
never heard of him till 1 was over there a few weeks 
ago, but I saw his design, and some other things he*s 
done, and I said to myself * That's our man/ " 

"But don't you think we ought to have someone 
of more experience and reputation ? " 

"Td rather have talent and enthusiasm." 

"Are you .sure he's got those? " 

"Positive. I looked him up when I was in town, 
and he seems exactly the right man to have. He's young 
and he's keen as mustard. I don't set all that store on 
experience — for one thing it's dear, and for another it 
has a clogging effect on initiative. What we want for 
this town is young and energetic people who won't be 
frightened of new ideas." 

Becket was pleased. He was forty-five, with gouty 
tendencies and that deep encrustation of precedent which 
is called experience, and he liked to think that Mony- 
penny included him with the young and ardent spirits 
who were to build the town. 

"Then to-morrow you mean to have a kind of pre- 
liminary survey? " 

"Yes. You and I, Figg, and the Town Committee. 
We'll go round the whole borough, and then you'll see 
exactly what wants doing. I'll leave my own land till 
afterwards. We won't start on that till the Parade is 
finished," 

"What kind of land's yours? " 

" Mostly woodland, though I've one or two farms let on 
short leases. It's not the usual kind of * gentleman's 
estate,' you know. My father scraped it up piecemeal, 
and this house has no real connection .with it — just a 
converted tavern, *The French Gun ' it used to be — a 
posting-house with pleasure-gardens, hence the name. 
There are names of French origin all over the town; 
since they were continually in the place at one time, either 
sacking or smuggling — ^you often meet some mess of a 
French word in the fishermen's dialect . . ." 

Becket was not listening, for abruptly and without 
context he had come upon the secret of that unfriend- 
liness of Gun Garden House, which he had never quite 
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lost sig^ht of in spile of its conciliations. It wanted a 
woman. He realised now that what had repelled him was 
the male element in its comfort. Comfort, with him, was 
essentially feminine; his house was full of the knick- 
knacks his wife had loved, upholstered with plush, 
crowded with the frailties of flower-stands and occasional 
tables. There was something alien in this solid lack of 
ornament, this leather upholstery, these bare or bookish 
walls. His wife had been dead only two years, and he 
sighed deeply. He became aware that Monypenny was 
watching him. 

"I was thinking Td bring my children down here 
next summer,*' he said uneasily. "I suppose there's a 
decent house I could take? " 

"Several. Most of the houses in the town itself are 
small, but there are some good ones up on the Coney 
Banks." 

" I don't want anything very large — only four children 
and a governess — " He sighed deeply again. "I wish 
you could have met my wife.'* 

Monypenny mumbled something conventionally 
polite. 

"She was a wonderful woman," continued the 
widower, "most wonderful brains. A good woman, too 
. . . a saint." He shook his head sorrowfully. "When 
I think of my motherless children ..." 

"You must find them a great trouble," said Mony- 
penny naively. 

"Er — responsibility," corrected Becket. "There are 
two boys and two girls. Arthur, the eldest ..." 

Monypenny hoped that Becket would see the unprofit- 
ableness of making sentimental domestic confidences to a 
bachelor who fathered a corporation. But he hoped too 
much. For the rest of the evening Becket talked about 
his children and his dead wife — sentimentally, intimately, 
untiringly. 

§ 8 

The next day the fog had gone. Marlingate was 
bathing in a flood of tremulous, aqueous beauty — a pastel 
of greens and blues and delicate flushing pinks, streamed 
over with crystalline light. 
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Bit by bit, Becket was becoming* reconciled to his 
surroundings. Gun Garden House had placated him, and 
now the town did so. Monypenny 's plans for it looked 
less of a " Stand and deliver ! " to fate. . . . The air was 

K delicious — like a spring morning after yesterday's Nov- 

I I ember — and the town itself, cupped in green hills and 
faintly smudged with the vapours of its activity, had a 
look both dreamlike and secure. Picturesque, Becket 
called it, and picturesqueness was fashionable. Marlin- 
gate needed only advertisement and recommendation to 
make it popular. It had more natural advantages than 
either Ramsgate or Brighton, and when all the improve- 

* ments were made ... 

He felt he could easily persuade his wife's people to 
come. He would begfin with the Wiltshire Hurdi- 

, ootts, and they would spread his recommendation to 
Graveley, and perhaps, through Graveley he might net 
the Duke. Becket *s chest expanded when he thought 
of how he would rise in the Hurdicott opinion through 

» this venture of his. Poor Emma's family had plainly 
thought she was throwing herself away when she accepted 
his hand. Now, when they saw him the patron and 
financier of a fashionable resort . . . 

At breakfast the placating process was complete, for 
Be found himself actually well pleased with Monypenny. 
The young- man had risen early, and gone for a windy 
walk on CuckooTlill. He came in with an unusually ruddi- 
ness of cheek and gamesomeness of eye. For the first 

> time he looked heartily and aggressively yoimg. Becket 
found 'himself uncle instead of nephew that morning. 
With a tolerant smile he watched Monypenny eat an 
enormous breakfast, play with the cat, and ignore the 
daily paper for a new number of the "Tale of Two 
Cities," which had just come up from the bookseller. 

"Great man — -Boz," he said, as last night he had said 
"Great man — Gladstone." 

Then gradually the young mood cooled and saddened. 
He shut himself into his study with a mass of estate^ 
accounts, and when he came out he was once more the 
grim, authoritative man of business, the landowner, the 
Alderman, Monypenny of Marlingate. 

He set off with Becket for the Town Hall, where they 
were to meet the Committee and Decimus Figg. The 
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latter had arrived, and was waiting for them — a taJl, 
pallid youth, rather spotty and grimy. He had been 
travelling since seven o'clock that morning, and was, 
when they found him, engaged in removing the traces 
of the South Eastern from his face by the doubtful means 
of his saliva and a dirty handkerchief. Once again 
Becket's spirits sank; why would Monypenny insist oo 
using such hopelesisly raw material? 

Figg's conversation depressed him still further. 

"Why did you ask me to meet you here?" he ex- 
claimed melodramatically. "Was it so that at the out- 
set of my task you might convince me of my incapacity 
to improve on this? " — and he waved his arm towards 
the delicate groining. 

"I want you particularly to notice the Town Hall," 
said Monypenny quietly, " as it is the best thing we have 
in the town, and therefore the model we must always 
keep before us." 

Becket understood now why Monypenny had chosen 
his architect raw. 

The rest of the Town Committee began to arrive, and 
were introduced to Becket. On the whole they im- 
pressed ftiim as dedidfedly middle-class, though he admired 
the mild and stately Pelham with his smooth grandilo- 
quence. Lusted, Lewnes and Vidler were, of course, 
mere tradesmen, and though Breeds and Wastel were 
something better, they hopelessly lacked distinction. It 
struck him tha.t Monypenny was the vital spark of a 
business that without him was only trifling and soidid — 
he was the spirit of that to which the others provided a 
clumsy, rather unclean body. They were the material 
part, by means of which he worked, to which he lent 
a glorifying vitality — so that when the little procession 
set out from the Town Hall, Becket, in spite of his 
qualms, had a feeling as of the initlatlion of some solemn 
and exalted enterprise. 

§9 

They went first of all to the Coney Banks — ^the lower 
slopes of Cuckoo Hill just above the town, where rabbit- 
hunting as a systematised sport had flourished in for- 
gotten days. Here, over the old warrens, had been raised 
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a series of terraces, one above the other, varying archi- 
tecturally from the squat seventeenth century houses just 
above the church, with thedr huge crumpled roofs and 
g^low of tiles, to the latest creations of the House of 
Lusted, four storeys ihigh, with two rooms on each floor, 
and wedge-like frontages tarred from attic to foundation. 

It was here that the drawbadcs of Dedmus Figg 
became apparent to the Town Committee. Councillor 
Lusted, as was fitting, assumed the office of spokesman 
on the Coney Banks. 

"This is wJiat we look upon as one of the chief * let- 
ting * districts of the town. I'm not speaking of those 
cottages down by the schoolhouse, but these terraces 
we've- got up here. They look a bit blocky jtist at 
present, but when we've made 'em tight and regular, 
and maybe put in an extra house or two " 

"House! " exclaimed Figg. "D'you call these 
houses? I call them Aldermen. Look at their stomachs ! " 

He waved his gaunt, cuffiess arm at Lusted 's idea of 
an "elegant parlour window." The Town Committee 
glanced furiously at their waistcoats. Only Monypenny 
looked unruffled. 

"Well, I suppose they are a bit pot-bellied," he said 
to Figg. 

"Some of 'em have even got cocked hats," and the 
architect pointed to one or two attempts of Lusted 's at 
a classical style. 

Monyj>enny smiled — he even laughed, which the Com- 
mittee had rarely seen him do. 

"I'm not sure that the aldermanic type isn't rather 
appropriate to the town. Anyhow, Figg, I like that 
tarring. You get it again down by the Stade — keeps 
out the weather, you know, and at the same time strikes 
an individual note in domestic architecture. ..." 

He walked on beside Figg, and seemed almost to 
forget the others. He was certainly showing this mangy 
architect a respect he had never shown his more pros- 
perous associates. At the same time Figg was not, 
any more than the others, leading Monypenny. Whereas 
the Town Committee would have deferred to him in archi- 
tectural matters and treated him otherwise as an inferior, 
Monypenny treated him as an equal and at the same time 
holdly criticised Ms kieas. "We mustn't be too Gothic, 
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you know/* he said, when they were discussing the pro- 
posed Assembly Room. "The classic is the style for 
Marlingate, when we're not simply domestic. But in 
my opinion we get all our best effects from this sort of 
thing," and he pointed to the jumbled High Street houses. 

They crossed the High Street, and, taking a footpatih 
through the Wilderness, came to the market-place. This 
was the suggested site for the Town Park, stretdhing 
across the neck of Marliingate, between it and the open 
weald. A bare piece of ground, stockaded with sheep- 
pens, it had but little to say of its future, except where, 
up at the Slough pool, some tamarisks wove a misty 
green ring round the sky-filled' water. 

The Slough was the oriigin of the Borough's water 
supply. Thrice a week the sluice-gates were opened and 
its waters overflowed into the Gut's Mouth Brook, whidh 
was swollen from a driibble over weedy stones into a full- 
flushed torrent at which the inhabitants of Marlingate, 
duly roused by a horn, could fill their household' vessels. 
The process was simplicity itself, but, as ^onypenny ex- 
plained to Figg, migtht seem a trifle primitive to visitors 
accustomed to London's more sophisticated ways. Hence 
the propwised waterworks on the Totty Lands behind the 
town. 

Three roads met at the south-east corner of the 
market-place : Fish Street, leading to the sea ; Rye Lane, 
twisting up through woods to the meadowed, chalky scarp 
of the weald ; and a cobbled track leading to a terrace on 
All Holland Hill — the simple rival of the multiple Coney 
Banks, just a line of houses, stuccoed and white, cutting 
the hillside. This terrace, known as Mount Idle, was to 
be ignored in the borough survey^ for it was the property 
of Councillor Elphee, who would not let so much as a 
gable be added to it. 

The Town Committee turned into Fish Street, the 
main thoroughfare of the F^ishermen's quarter. Mar- 
lingate was roughly divided by the Gut's Mouth Brook 
into the "Fishermen's quarter" and the "Town's 
quarter," and these two had always kept distinct and 
apart. The dwellers in the High Street and the Coney 
Banks and the west end of the Sea Front looked on the 
fishermen as an alien race, with whom they had nothing 
in common. The fishermen, for their part, despised the 
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tradespeople and residents, who, they felt, were remote 
from the real business of the town. They had indeed 
done much to make themselves the alien tribe they were 
considered "away west." They had intermariied to such 
an extent that there was a definite type among them — 
brown skin, sturdy limbs, dark eyes, a straight nose and 
curly hair, very different from the pale, mixed, shifting 
breed of the High Street Ward. They spoke their own 
dialect, had their own particular tradesmen, kept their 
own quarters; even the mcMiey-makers among them re- 
tired not to the Coney Banks but to their own east-end 
Mount Idle. 

The Town Committee walked single file — ^for the tall 
pavements were narrower than in the High Street, some- 
times not more than a ledge skirting the houses— down 
to the Stade. This huddle of tarred sheds and fishermen's 
stores choked up the end of Fish Street, hiding the sea. 
It smelt strongly of, tar and seaweed and d^jing nets, 
and beyond it the black-hulled fishing-boats lay on the 
beadh, waiting for the turn of the tide. 

"We shan't do anything to speak of in these parts," 
said Monypenny to Figg. " 1 merely wanted you to get 
a general idea of the town. Our improvements must be 
in keeping with the character of the place." 

"In that case," said Figg, "we shall have to put 
colour before form." 

Monypenny nodded. 

"Quite so—the difficulty is the Parade." 

"Must you have one? " Figg asked brutally. 

The Town Committee shuddered. 

"We must have one, of course," said Monypenny, 
"J)ut it will be a difficult matter. You see, the point of 
the whole thing is — ^we want to improve this town; we 
^*t want just to add to it, to give it certain conventional 
features ; we want to Jimprove it." 

"You're an optimist," said Figg; "you're asking 
me to go one better than the old foUc who planted these 
streets. It's like copying roses in wax." 

The Town Committee were growing restive, and at 
this stage Lewnes purshed forward. 

"Can't you give us something like the Steyn? " 

Pelham murmured that " the Moorish style was always 
genteel." 
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"But the Gothic is becoming fashionable again," said 
Becket. 

They moved on, leaving the Stade for the little sea 
front that ran along the shore from the great cliff -buttress 
of All Holland Hill to the smooth green spread of Cuckoo 
Hill in the west. Below Cuckoo Hill, wedged between 
town and sea, was the America Ground, a brown lumpy 
patch of tents, sheds, and converted hulls, with grey 
spines of smoke ascending from ramshackle chimneys and 
gipsy fires. This would have to be got rid of, and till 
St was gone there was no good planning the Marine 
Gardens which had begun to flower in Monypenny's 
mind. The immediate concern was the Parade. At 
present all there was of it was a rough, tide-eaten dyke, 
with grass and sea-pink between the stones, and a spin- 
ney of tamarisks straggling under the old Town WaU 
wlbich shut off the rest of Marlingate. This wall had 
crumbled and fallen in places; in others it had been 
quaintly assimilated by some dwelling — sl little poke- 
roofed house squatting ruddily on its yellowish grey, 
or a sudden crop of tiling and dhinmeys which, with 
a pierced window or two, spoke of a house that had 
taken its strength for frontage. 

The artist in Figg revolted from the thought of 
converting this wild growth of wall and town into a 
conventional Marine Parade. But he had not come to 
Marlingate to be an artist — indeed, he was gratefid for 
the limited scope allowed him by Monypenny. He had 
expected a demand for a rococo reconstruction, and here 
at least was a man who, while he insisted on "improve- 
ment," could contemplate a scheme which did not include 
domes and balconies. 

Monypenny rejected Figg's proposal to " restore " 
the Sea Front-7-indeed, the Committee would not have 
borne it. They came clustering round Monypenny, 
fearful lest he should sacrifice to the picturesque. They 
pointed out that there were enough romantic corners in 
the town to satisfy any visitors who cared for such things, 
that the town wall was unsafe, and — learning their lesson 
from Monypenny — ^unhygienic. , 

But he had never thought of keeping the sea front as 
it was. The town of his dreams was typified by this 
Marine Parade, sweeping grandly east and west from hill 
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to hill — though Monypenny *s Parade had a rejnote crystal- 
line beauty which no Town Committee could imagine and 
no architect could design. 

It was decided to take down the old wall, build houses, 
an assembly room, and an arcade. Shops, in spite of 
some manoeuvring of Lewnes's, were to be rigorously 
excluded. 

Having roughly planned out the idea, the Town Com- 
mittee turned homewards up the High Street. Mony- 
penny had invited everyone to dinner at Gun Garden 
House. 

§ 10 

That summer broke on Marlingate like a sunrise. It 
was the beginning of its greatness. The town was in an 
odd, jumbled state. The Parade was a mass of earth 
and rubble, with great blocks brought by railway from 
the north, and heaps of cement dustily discharged from 
the little black ships that bumped round the Gringer from 
the Londoin river. At the last minute the Town Com- 
mittee had cleared a space of beach for the digging and 
bathing, and hoped piously that the wind would blow the 
workmen's back-chat away from the visitors. 

Up on the Totty Lands the waterworks were now 
spoiling the woods as the Parade spoiled the sea. Both 
sets of workmen camped on the America ground, which 
was having a season of its own, with money flowing into 
the gin-shops, and a big demand for house property in 
the shape of sack-cloth tents and old boats. The Town 
Committtee felt unequal to tackling it during its present 
boom — ^they would wait till the navvies were out of 
Marlingate, and then approach the Commission of Woods 
and Forests. Meantime they hoped it would strike 
visitors as Romantk:. 

People began to arrive towards the middle of June. 
There had always been summer visitors at Marlingate, 
on account of the climate andl bathing, but they had been 
of the pioneer picnic kind. Now something better was 
hoped and prepared for. The Town Committee had 
worked desperately to make the place known. It was 
Monypenny who had first been struck with the idea of 
using the Railway for advertising purposes. He per- 



32 Tamarisk Town 

suaded the Cori>oration to have placards at London 
Bridge Station, and one or two big places on the ivay 
down, setting forth the attractions of Marlingate — "un- 
rivaUed sea-bathing, picturesque scenery, elegant and 
comfortable lodgings." 

For the regulation of these last he established a Cor- 
poration Register, whereon were entered the names of all 
lodging-house keepers who were willing to submit their 
premises to the inspection of a specially formed sub- 
committee. Lodgings in Marlingate therefore had the 
personal voucher of the G>rporation, which became 
directly responsible for the comfort of the visitors. At 
first bookings were slow, but August brought an increase. 
The first visitors had gone home and were recommending 
the place. Hugo Becket had also persuaded a few good 
people to come down — not the Duke, alas ! He went, as 
usual, to Brighton and thence to Homburg — ^but good 
people nevertheless, who availed themselves in a pleasant, 
well-bred way of the few opportunities provided for spend- 
ing money, who gave the beach a sprinkling of Lc«idon 
style, and finally set the seal on their good breeding by 
godng home well pleased, and recommending Marlingate 
to their friends. 

This was what Monypenny had hopedi for and the line 
along which he had planned. Marlingate was just such 
a place as would appeal to those for whom Brighton was 
too noisy and too stale. He fought that element in the 
Council which looked on Brighton as the pattern and 
ideal. Monypenny *s town was a cross between Brighton 
and the Marlingate of bygone years. He would have the 
Parade, the Assembly Room, and eventually the Municipal 
Park, without which no respectable watering-place could 
hold up its head — ^but he would also keep the old red and 
black streets, the green slope of the hills, the mystery of 
woods and weald; they should all be part of the new 
Marlingate, as they had been part of the old. 

He was glad that Figg had reaJised this. The plans 
for the improvements had come down, soaked in the 
Monypenny idea. Figg had seen the impossibility of con- 
structing a parade that should be in keeping with the 
welded mass of Marlingate — its twist of streets and bristle 
of gables, its tumble of moss-grown roofs, its riot of sea- 
worn colours. Therefore, unable to blend, he had jumped 
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boldly at contrast. His parade was classic in the purest 

style — one long-, low, white frontage — and the Assembly 

Rocwn was a Greek temple, its columned portico crowned 

by an entablature and pediment. Monypenny had both 

approved his plans, and fearlessly criticised them. His 

knowledge of architecture was limited, his knowledge of 

the town he wanted, absolute. The Council had carped 

both at the plans and the improvements — they babbled of 

» areas and balconies, Lewnes thought a "nice dome" 

would g^ive the Assembly Room a coospicuousness it 

lacked in its present design. Lusted scoffed at Figg's 

igfnorance of modern styles — not a bow-window on the 

Parade. But Pelham was on Monypenny 's side, and, 

moreover, his own weight was enough to carry him 

through even a heavier oppwsition. It was he who owned 

the land which, developed into an aristocratic residential 

district, should set the crown on Marlingate; it was he 

who indirectly swayed the town's finances through the 

riches of Becket— there was, besides, a general vague 

respect for his " ideas," an odd deference to his precocious 

efficiency. In short, it was an example of the ignored, 

denied, but universal homagfe to Brains. Monypenny had 

better if younger brains than anyone on the Borough 

Council, and the Council was forced, in the spirit if not in 

the letter, to acknowledge it. 

So thing's in general were shaping as he wished. The 
Maidenhood Inn, the Crown, the New Moon — the three 
good inns of the place — were full, without any crowding 
or vulgarity, of visitors of the better sort. Others, 
equally estimable, but with larger families or smaller 
purses, had lodgings in different parts of the town. In 
the morning" they sat on the beach, now professionally 
' equipped with bathing machines and bathing women, or 
walked on the small available bit of parade. They were 
never noisy, never promiscuous, always fresh and well 
dressed. They spent moderately, in the toy-shops and the 
Library, and in the afternoons banded themselves into 
discreet excursions to such spots as Old Rumble, the 
^ringer, the Stussels, or Spitalman's Down. For these 
Bond of the Library had prepared a Guide Book, full of 
garlanded information. In the evening there would be 
pard-parties and concerts in the big ihall of the Maiden- 
hood, with now and then a small, select dance. 
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It was all as he would have it — graceful, fashionable, 
polite, not unmindful of beauty. Standing on the first ' 
blocks of the Parade, staring down at the beach gay with 
bright coloured shawls and parasols — or from his window 
at Gun Garden House watching the family excursions jolt 
up through the Warriors' Gate in hired flies and gigs — 
or in the evening presiding at some discreetly gay reunion 
at the Maidenhood — he would experience a gratifying, 
almost paternal thrill. He felt as if these people, enjoy- ^ 
ing themselves in Marlingate, were his children, whose 
gambols were due to his indulgence, who owed him their 
delight, even their being. He beamed on them, and 
blessed them in his heart. 

§ II 

Towards the middle of July, Becket's family came | 
down to a long black slice of a house on the Coney Banks. 
Monypenny was introduced to them a fortnight later when 
Becket arrived for his summer holidays, and recognised 
them as a party he had often watched in his paternal 
gloatings — ^two girls and two boys, shepherded by a very 
immature-looking governess. Becket was- inclined to 
sentimentalise over them, to see in their farthing faces 
a glimpse of the vanished Emma Hurdicott. 

"It's a heavy task," he murmured, "to bring up a ^ 
family of motherless children. I can't be with them as 
much as I ought, and wisih. I've got to make money for 
them. The boys must have a good start, and the girls 
must marry well. They're Hurdicotts, you see. I 
mustn't forget my dear wife's people." 

Monypenny was prepared to sneer, till he remembered 
that Hurdicotts, from Wiltshire and from Graveley, were -, 
at present giving a bloom to bis town. There was a 
bunch of them staying at the Maidenhood, and another 
cluster in lodgings in, Zuriel Place. After all, Becket had 
given the town a good' name, by persua(fing exactly the 
right people to visit it. Also he had subsaibed generously 
to the Borough Loan and other activities, and he was 
going to provide the money for extensive buildings on the 
Gun Garden estates. Monypenny owed him a debt, and, 
urged to sacrifice, he heroically invited the whole party 
to drink tea at his house on the following Thursday. 



Monypenny of Mar Ungate 35 

It was characteristic of Monypenny that he should 
not give even a parcel oi children a casual invitation, 
that he should fix a decently remote day and make 
elaborately formal preparations. Becket would be in 
town, so he expected only the children and Miss Wells. 
He thougfht out a suitable scheme of entertainment. His 
own childhood seemed curiously remote ; all the memories 
he had of it were lumped into an idea tiiat children liked 
eating better than anything else. That would slimj^ify 
matters — all he had to do would be to lay in a store of 
sv/eets and cake and fruit; the consequences would not 
trouble Gun Garden House, whatever their effect on the 
Coney Banks. 

On Thursday afternoon the party arrived, a little of 
its freshness already rubbed off by the hot dusty walk 
from the Coney Banks. Arthur and James, iin Highland 
suits, held the hands of Louisa and Charlotte, in the 
rudiments of crinolines. The governess did not wear a 
crinoline — Monypenny realised vaguely that something 
was wrong with her, but could not tell what. She gave 
him a queer impression of brownness — brown skin, brown 
eyes, brown clothes. Her haSr, lumped untidily into its 
net, was like one of those brown clouds that discharge 
rain at sunset. She was very young — absurdly young 
to have the charge of this motherless family, andl it was 
soon evident that she could not keep tlhem in order. At 
first a general shyness subdued voices and restrained 
actions, but when this had worn off in the course 
of a large tea of cakes and raspberries, the gover- 
ness showed herself powerless to control results. 
Indeed, she seemed to enjoy the cakes and raspberries 
too. 

Monypenny sat at the head of the table. Miss Wells 
at the bottom, wlith the tea-pK>t. When she pKxired out 
his tea she slopped it into the saucer, and put in two 
lumps of sugar without asking him if he took any, which 
he did not. When little Louisa dropped her cake into 
her milk Miss Wells began to laugh, then suddenly 
seemed to remember herself and started scokKng instead. 
Whereupon Louisa wept, and Miss Wells scolded louder 
and dried her eyes with a violence so extreme that Char- 
lotte b^an to weep for sympathy. Then Miss Wells 
kissed them both, so that the jam from their faces rubbed 
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off on to hers, which offended Mcmypenny, though he 
was too shy to tell her about it. 

He managed somehow to endure hlis tea-party — its 
jammy mouths, its fingers in his flower-beds, its heels 
in his turf, its knees green from tumbles on his lawn ; 
and when at last it flapped away through the dust, a 
sticky mass of soiled clothes and bodies, his chief disgust 
was for the governess. He could not tolerate inefficiency, 
and the puppy-walker who was unable to keep her pups 
in order filled him with a deeper anger than all the rioting- 
of the pack. 

§ 12 

The September of that year was sweetly mild, and 
brought to Marlingate a succession of russet days, with 
the scent of weed-burning in the mists. The sea lay like 
a pond, with the dance of sunlght on the light crimp 
the breeze gave it far from the shore, while the surf 
creamed gently round the rocks it was wont to pound, 
lapping and gurgling and sucking at the sand. 

Several visitors who had planned to leave stayed on ; 
and, what was more,^pthers came down. Marlingate was 
more sheltered than Brighton, flanked east and west by 
its hills, and shut from the north wind by the Weald^ — 
open only to the south, where for weeks the sea had 
drowsed blue and shimmering under a honey mist of fog 
and light. Near the end of September the place was as 
full as ever, and Monypenny, in conference with Becket 
and Pelham, formed a wonderful new scheme. Why 
should they not have a Winter Season? That was the 
way to attract superior visitors and good residents. 
There were at that time very few winter resorts — most 
seaside places became deserts in October. Marlingate 
was ideally sheltered for the cold weather — fadng south, 
a sun-trap between hills. It had long been known that 
roses would bloom all the year round in the gardens 
down by the Gut's Mouth, and that primroses were found 
earlier in the woods of Old Rumble than anywhere else in 
Sussex. 

The plan was brought before the Town Committee. 
Monypenny was its sponsor, and spoke with the zeal 
and blaze he seemed to keep entirely for Borough affairs. 
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He pointed out the advantages both to finance and 
prestigfe. A Winter Season was more select than a sum- 
mer one, however genteel that might be — ^better people 
came, {people with more leiisure and more money. They 
would be easy to cater for, wanting only society and per- 
haps a little good music besides the leading attractions of 
warmth and sunshine. The Assembly Room could be 
pushed forward and finished early in the New Year — then 
there could be dancing, and card-parties on a large scale 
. . . people might even stay on till later, so that the town 
would be really empty only for about a month in the 
autumn. 

Pelham supported him, decorating his bare facts. 
Becket also spoke; his family, at any rate, would stay 
on; and he knew several people who would enjoy a 
change from London at Christmas time. Besides, there 
were invalids to consider ; this new fashion of wintering 
in the south of France might be modified and turned to 
British advantage. 

The opposition came chiefly from Lewnes. He pro- 
tested that to spend money all the year round would make 
for a level mediocrity of attraction, whereas to concentrate 
all the borough funds on one season would enable the 
Committee to plunge. Selectness in the long run did not 
F>ay, he was sure of that. Select people 'found pleasure 
In reading and in scenery, neither of which would bring 
much revenue to Marlingate. He did not want to attract 
anyone common — oh dear no ! — but a slightly inferior 
level of society indulged more lavishly in pleasure. He 
fdt it would be best to have but one season, and do it 
really handsome. 

However, he received very little support, for though 
it was rumoured that the fishermen disliked the idea of 
visitors all the year round. Gallop was not on the Town 
Committee to voice their disapproval. Lusted, who 
otherwise might have sided with Lewnes, was won to 
the other party by the thought of substantial "lets " for 
his various houses, and' perhaps, if residents increased, 
large building contracts. Wastel and Breeds were all 
for selectness and winter visitors, and Vidlcr approved 
from the point of view of trade. In the end Lewnes 
abandoned his dream of a thumping summer season, with 
perhaps at last a Pier and sixpenny steamboat sailings, 
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and the new lidea was adopted unanimously by the Town 
Conuniittee, who at once set to work to materialise it. 
New posters were put up at London Bridge, proclaim^ 
ing* Marlingate's winter warmth and genteel gaiety. A 
series of concerts was planned in the big hall of the 
Maidenhood, and one or two covered seats were dotted 
about the sea-front, where the huge cement blocks were 
at last achieviing the shapeliness of a Parade. 

Monypenny once more felt the bite of enterprise. He 
brought before the Corporation various suggestions for 
improving the lighting of the streets, a necessity now 
that the Winter Season was decided on, and hurried on 
the building both of the Assembly Room and of the 
Marine Arcade— a long low erection, chiefly toy-sh<^ 
and bazaar, yet giving scope for a covered promenade 
and occasional music. 

But his chief plan he kept to himself and Becket. If 
this winter were successful he would start buiWing on hiis 
estates the following spring. He would start quite 
modestly with a few good, smallish houses, which oould 
either be let for the season or vi^uld perhaps attract a 
permanent residency. There were few houses in the town 
likely to fulfil this purpose. The residents belonged 
diiefly to the trading or fislhiing classes, living either in 
the High Street or Fish Street, with one or two pro- 
fessional men and retired sihopkeepers who lived o^ the 
Coney Banks or Mount Idle, according to their origin 
east or west of the Gut's Mouth. There were no viUas 
or manors likely to attract the genteel and well-toKio 
stranger. Gun Garden House was the largest in the 
place, and that was merely a converted inn. 

One afternoon early in October he and Becket went 
over the ground. Monypenny thought of running a new 

A^^^^A Tli "ix}^! ^^"""^^^ starting fn)m the track that 
divided the Wilderness from the Market Place and loin- 
mg Rye Lane just as it came clear of the town. The 
sheltered ground that dipped away Jrom the London 
Road and surrounded the Slough he was reserving for 

ulrnnS'te ' ""^ '^^"^^ ^' ^"^ ^ ^^ ^^^^^ ^ 
The dedicated land was at present thickly wooded 
There were the inevitable tamarisks, but these merely 
hazed the more exposed parts with pale green puffs and 
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webs, soon giving place to the brown, mysterious tangle 
> of the woods, which rolled away to the violet ridges of 
the weald. 

To-day one could not see farther north than Old 
Rumble, for the autumn fogs, thick and sweet, hung over 
the woods, drowning them into blue. The air was soft, 
yet with a subdued restlessness that fluttered the still 
hanging leaves. Clumps of tansy were still yellow in 
^ sunny corners, and the sweetmint and scabious foamed 
a fragile purple round the trunks of the ashes. 

Monypenny felt something almost alien in these held 
flowers, so unlike the thyme and the gorse of the cliffs, 
the thrift and the homed poppy of the shore. Besides, 
all the sea flowers had died of the first autumn winds, 
and here in the quiet, matted shelter of the woods were 
a dozen summer strays, patching the dun of the faded 
leaves with their yellows, thelir purples and their pinks. 
He missed, too, the smell of the sea, which never seemed 
to blow beyond the outer ring of tamai^sks. He felt shut 
away from Marlingate in these woods, that somehow 
did not seem to belong to him though he owned every rood 
and yard. 

"It'll be a business clearing all this away," said 
Becket. 

" We can leave a tree or two— ornamental, you know. 
• But the bushes must go.** 

"It's good ground." 

"Yes — ^and I think we had better give each house 
plenty of garden space." 

"Of course. These must be good houses for good 
people. Were you thinking of having Figg- for archi- 
tect? " -T> ^ 

"Yes. He's a clever man, and I'd like to see him in 
a big way. Then we can be proud of him." 

?ecket chuckled. 

"I dare say this town will make a name for more 
than one of us. I expect you'll be calling this road after 
yourself, as a beginning? " 

"Not I ! " sai^ Monypenny. He moved on a few 
steps. He felt vaguely uncomfortable, almost super- 
stitious, as if within himself he knew that no good would 
come of meddling with these woods. The sunlight danced 
down to him through the leaves, and he saw it gleaming 
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far away on the Slough, The thickets seemed full of a 
hushed madness, of laugihter and skipping- feet. ... 

" I suppose " — Becket's voice readied him as from 
the streets far away — " since you're not naming this road 
after yourself, it hasn't occurred to you that — er — er — 
that Becket Road might sound — er — euphonious? " 

"You S'hall call it what you please," said M<xiypenny ; 
"you have a right." 

"Then what do you say to Becket Road? — or Becket 
Grove? It would look well planted wfith trees both 
sides." 

Monypenny did not answer. He stood a little way 
apart from Becket, almost uneasily breathing the racy 
sweetness of the air. Evening, sun-steeped and i>er- 
fumed, was streaming in and out of the oaks, purpling- 
their red crowns, fluttering between the hazels, and 
glinmiering through those mysterious thickets where 
tangles of bryony hung from bramble and ash. At that 
moment the wood seemed to be trying to draw him into 
its secret life. He felt disturbed, as if from behind a 
tree-trunk or out of a thicket that life might suddenlv 
take shape, half human, half animal — ^half loving, half 
alien. He could hear all round him a fluttering, a 
crackling and a whispering — and suddenly fear gave a 
twSst to his heart. 

He shrank, then glanced back over his shoulder. Tw^o 
huge dark eyes were peering at him through the branches 
of an ash. They were the eyes of some creature, half 
animal, half human, a fawn, a fairy . . . and a^ they 
looked they seemed to call. 

The next moment Becket's family was swarming and 
clamouring around him, and he was shaking hands with 
the governess. 

§ 13 

After that swift revel of emotion it was an anti-dimax 
to find the noisy, grubby Beckets trespassing 5n his woods, 
and! to be at the same time unable to treat them as he 
would treat ordinary trespassers. He stretched his lips 
into a smile, and, with a still greater effort, he patted 
the heaid of little Charlotte, who stood nearest to him. 
He looked at their purple-stained mouths and hands. 
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" So youVe found plenty of blackberries in my woods " 
— unable to resist at least an imf^ed r^roadh. 

"Ever so many," squeaked Charlotte. "Miss Wells 
tored iher skirt.** 

Monypenny then noticed that the gathers of the 
governess's skirt were torn from the waist, so that the 
hem drooped and flapped round her ankles. She stood 
leaning- against the trunk of an oak, her hands behind 
her, her bonnet fallen sideways, and her dead-leaf hair, 
escaping from what had once been bandeaux, all rough 
against the bark. . . . 

"WeU?** she said suddenly. 

"Er — I beg your pardon." 

"I thought you wanted to say something — ^you were 
looking at me.'* 

"I beg your pardon.*' Monypenny repeated himself, 
then coloured with annoyance. This governess of 
Becket's was an absurdity. 

"Perttiaps we ought to be turning back," he said to 
the widower; "I think we've done everything that's 
needed for tlie present." 

"Yes, yes; I suppose so. Miss Wells, will you take 
the children on ahead? They ought to have their faces 
washed before tea. You'll come back with us? " he added 
to Monypenny. We started five o'clock tea in town 
last winter and it has become a habit." 

Monypenny shook his head. 

"No, thank you. I have a lot of work to finish." 

"You're strangely fond of work," said Becket as they 
began to walk towards the town ; " I never saw a fellow 
so occupied — a man' of leisure, I mean." 

**I s^uld hate to be a man of leisure." 

" Personally I find work jusit a means to an end. You 
seem to like !it for its own sake." 

"It is also a means to an end." 

"Ah — ^you're thinking of Marlingate. I was thinking 
of them," And he looked towards his disappearing 
family, crashing down the slope at Miss Wells's heels. 

"I should be most grateful if you would ask them 
to go more carefully through my plantation." 

Becket cleared his throat. "Miss Wells," he shouted, 
"please see that the little ones don't damage Mr. Mony- 
penny 's property." 
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The wind broiig'ht a faint, unintelligible answer, and 
at the same time the vanishing group contracted round 
the governess. 

"She's a wonderful woman," said Becket. 

"Who? Miss Wells?" ' 

"Yes — out of the ordinary run of governesses, you 
know. She's not a strict disciplinarian, but on the whole she 
manages the children admirably. They're devoted to her." 

"She seems to have a good deal in common with 
them," saJid Monypenny grimly. 

"That's partly the reason, I suppose. But in my eyes 
her great quality is this" — he dropped his voice — "she 
was related to my dear wife." 

" Oh " 

"Yes — ^it's rather an unhappy story; perhaps I ought 

not to tell it to you " He hesitated. "The fact is, 

she's the daughter of a cousin of my poor Emma's, a 
girl who was brought up with her . . . and went wrong. 
The man was an officer in the service of the East India 
Company— drowned on his way home to marry her. She 
died soon after her child was born, and my sweet Emma 
always interested herself in the poor little thing. A few 
years ago she took her into our household. She's had 
a good education and can teach simple lessons. She 
dances beautifully, too, and sings and plays. That will 
be useful to the girls later on." 

"And you feel you can safely leave her in charge of 
the children while you're away? " 

"Oh, certainly. I've an old housekeeper who knows 
how dear Emma would have liked things. . . . Sometimes, 
Monypenny, I feel I would give everything just to know 
what she would do on various occasions. I am so anxious 
not to go against fier wishes in any detail. Sometimes 
I can't help feeling she sees us all now. ..." 

"Um," said Monypenny. 

" She treated Miss Wells almost as a daughter during 
the last few years of her life, and I assure you the dear 
girl cherishes her memory as of a tender mother. In the 
evenings, after the children are in bed, I often ask her 
to bring her sewing into the drawing-room and chat to 
her about my poor Emmal" 

"Ah," said Monypenny. 

That accounted for the governess. 



CHAPTER II 

MORGAN LE FAV 

The Winter Season, after a few uncertain weeks, fulfilled 

* its sponsors* hopes. There was nothing sensational, no 
extravagant burst of luck, just a steady flow of progress 
through favourable circumstances. 

^ The summer visitors who had enjoyed the quiet 
f attractions of July came down experimentally at Christ- 
mas, and those with leisure drifted into a kind of winter 
residence. It was not fashionable to roam from the 
^ winter fireside except anK>ng those who could afford the 
South of France. There were few English cold-weather 
resorts except the inland spas, and the knowledge of a 
sunny, sheltered town, where picturesque scenery and 
g'enteel entertainment could always be relied on, soon 
spread without the help of the London Bridge posters. 
Invalids who could not afford the Rivliera, old people 
tried by the northern cold, delicate people, children need- 
ing- cthange of air, and others with no pretext but a desire 
for novelty and sunshine came do^^'n to the various well- 
appointed lodgings and modest hotels. When it was 
knoTvn that the woods just outside the town were to be 
cleared for building, there were one or two inquiries as 

* to eligible houses. Figg had already sent in designs 
for Becket Grove — solid, red^brick houses, for whose 
sprawling roofs, stubbed gable-ends and kiln-like bulges 
he had ransacked the far-off and ignored villages of the 
Weald. There was no ornament, no mock architecture, 
no stucco, and no basements. Already the trees were 
being cleared away in preparation. A band of shorn 

> earth, levelled and pegged out, had appeared on the outer- 
most woodland rim. 

Early in the New Year the Assembly Room was 
finished. There was now no need to postpone its open- 

43 



44 Tamarisk Town 

ing till Easter, as had been at first planned. The town 
was not so full as in the summer time, but there were 
many good people, and a large public function was bound 
to advertise the place and attract fresh visitors. There 
was much argument in the Town Committee as to the 
nature of the opening ceremony. The weaker sort clung- 
to concerts and card-parties, the bolder were for a ball. 
In the end the bolder won, compromising with a card- 
room for dowagers. Small dances had been Iheld from 
time to time at the Maidenhood, but this was to be alto- 
gether more impressive. An orchestra was to come all 
the way from Brighton, and the supper was to be the 
.double triumph of the Maidenhood and the New Moon. 
For days befordhand the Room was subjected to a drastic 
decorative treatment, in which patriotism and Christmas 
sentiment were combined according to the best traditions 
of mun'icipal art. 

In the town itself raged boiling anticipation, not un- 
mixed with strife — ^for the Town Committee had vowed 
at all risks to keep the festival "select," and had in its 
invitations entirely ignored the tradesman class, except 
those connected with the Borough Council. This caused 
much bitterness among wives and daughters — ^husbands 
and sons were api>eased either by contracts for provisions, 
draperies and such like, or by the univers^ shopping- 
boom, which cleared out nearly every shop in MarMngate 
during the fortnight before the ball. 

There were three Masters of the Ceremonies appointed 
by the Town Committee — Pelham, Becket and Mony- 
penny. Pelham's uses were merely civic and ornamental ; 
Monypenny was the man of action and director of the 
other two; Becket was a financial background to Mony- 
penny. He was also useful from the sooal point of view, 
for Monypenny had had but little expeiiience of big enter- 
tainments, whereas Becket, with his City banquets and 
expensively dining Hurdiootts, was schooled above his 
rank in the etiquette of such occasions. 

The merchant was staying in Marlingate till the end 
of January, and Monypenny was often in the black, 
aldermanish house on the Coney Banks, which Becket 
had now taken on a long lease and furnished with his 
Londtyn superfluity, patriotically supplemented at Dunk's 
local furniture emporium — a, welter of spindle-legged 
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tables that fell at a jolt and mahogany sideboards that 
could scarcely be wedged through the doorway, with sofas 
and chairs of voluptuous outlines and ascetic surfaces. 
Becket always had ready good wine and tobacco, and a 
certain amount of reliable if rather fumbling information. 
The governess and children were never to be seen, though 
Monypenny gathered that Becket indulged ignominiously 
a children's hour after five o'clock tea. 

With his faith in Becket 's social alertness, it was a 
bk>w to Monypenny to discover that he proposed allowing 
his governess to go to the ball. 

" The poor oliild is so eager and has so few pleasures ; 
Monypenny, it's a grey life for a girl — ^looking after other 
people's chlildren." 

"I am sure it is." 

"Besides, sihe's a Hurdicott — ^we mustn't forget that, 
though, of course, we can't let her use the name — ahem — 
and I feel that on this occasion she will do our family 
credit. She's a pretty girl and a beautiful dancer. I find 
that Lady Cockstreet is willing to chaperon her." 

This altered the case. Lady Cockstreet was a Hurdi- 
cott who had married a Midland j>aron, and as dowager 
of hSs family had added to the dignity of her own. If 
she chose to patronise a bastard slip of her honoured 
tree it was not for others to show disdain. Monypenny 
forgave Becket his folly. All he had dreaded was that the 
widower, by his sentimental indulgence of dear Emma's 
foundling, should drive away the people who brought 
glsunour to Marlingate. 

§ 2 

The night of the Assembly came dawdling at last to 
an expectant town. All day it had been in ferment — the 
static and permanent town, that 5s — ^for the strolling 
population took with extraordinary calm this supreme 
effort at its entertainment. 

Mr. Vessit,< th^ hairdresser, had been busy from 
before breakfast till an hour altogether dangerous in its 
proximity to the ball. Those ladies who had applied to 
him too late for an afternoon or evening attendance were 
forced to spend the whole day 5n a state of oiled and curled 
irritability, unable to put on a bonnet or to lay head on 



46 Tamarisk Town 

a cushion. The two local dressmakers were frantic, as 
the peculiarities of their talent required much in the way 
of alterations at the last minute. It was rumoured that 
Mrs. Pelham had ordered a dress from town, which was 
considered hig^hly disloyal by the Misses Lewnes, forced 
respectively to a pale pink and a pale blue tarlatan at their 
brother's emporium. 

When the actual hour of the entertainment came, fresh 
difficulties arose owing- to the limitations of the livery 
stables at the Maidenhood. These could not supply even 
half the demand for carriages, and as anyone who came 
on foot would be unclassed from thenceforward, there 
was a stream of arrivals from nearly an hour before the 
opening- till about the same time after it. At the main 
entrance an awning had been put up and a carpet laid. 
On either side jostled a mixed multitude from the Ameiiica 
Ground — fishermen, workmen, tramps and pikers, who, 
with their women, made audible and sometimes unlovely 
comment on their betters. 

Inside was a dazzle of gas and colour. A huge 
chandelier hung from the ceiling and was mirrored Sn the 
pool of the polished floor, while round the walls were 
globes linnumerable, each with its screaming jet. Thick 
roi>es of holly swung under the ceiling, looped up with 
escutcheons of the borough arms (three gorged lions 
regardant, issuing from castles — ^and the motto "Con- 
stans Fidei "). There was just the right amount of mistle- 
toe — enough to be arch and yet not enough to be vulgar. 
Entwined Union Jacks and Royal Standards decorated 
the bandstand at the end of the hall, and there were 
several palms dotted about to suggest an illusory seclusion 
and to hide awkward joins in the decorations. 

Mony penny, Pelham and Becket arrived almost 
together. They inspected the hall — gingerly sliding their 
feet over its beeswaxed surface — ^the adjoining supper- 
room, the card-room and cloak-rooms. They also 
covertly inspected each other, and both Becket and Pelham 
felt somehow outraged by Monypenny. He was not 
exactly foppish, but subtly contrived to suggest what he 
was not. His grey suit braided with black was more 
closely connected with Savile Row than with the house 
of Lewnes, and lin Pelham 's eyes at least carried its sim- 
plicity to the point of ostentation. He himself had been 
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dad by a city tailor of conservative mind, and looked 
a degree better dressed than Becket, who, consistent in 
his local patriotism, had allowed himself to be clothed 
from collar to pumps by Lewnes, and was now indig- 
nantly chafing* to find his associates in disloyalty and 
well-fitting suits. 

What struck him most about Monypenny was his good 
looks ; he was used to the clothes, but the young man, 
while confornwng to plain London custom in his attire, 
had deliberately or accidentally stressed the bizarre note 
in his appearance. His hair was unoiiled, which em- 
phasised its whiteness, and his dark side-whiskers were 
so flat and short as to give his face a strange clean-sihaven 
look. Becket notSoed the extraordinary length of his 
chin, the piercing blackness of his eyes ; the face seemed 
almost Spanish to-night, it had a sinister darkness and 
narrowness. . . . 

The next arrivals were Mrs. Pelham and young 
Robert — she gorgeous in maroon velvet over a Eugenie 
petticoat, he macassared and Lewnes-clad. Then Lewnes 
came bustling in with his thin slisters, then Vlidler, then 
Tom Potter the clerk, then one by one the rest of the 
Town Council, except Gallop, who "dudn't care fur 
routies." Elphee had been turned out at the last muni- 
cipal elections, and, retired to Mount Idle, had solemnly 
shaken from his feet the dust of this new Babylon. The 
Rector of St. Nicholas was there to emphasise the virtue 
and selectness of the gathering. The doctor and the 
lawyer were present with theSr wives. Bond of the Library 
had been precariously admitted, as his guide-book, 
universally read and admired, had lifted him out of trade 
into the ranks of authorship. The rest of the company 
was made up of visitors, among whom glittered some 
Hurdicotts of Graveley. 

Monypenny stood by the door, greeting the guests as 
they arrived. Pelham and Becket stood beside h5m, but 
they gradually seemed to fade, so that lin the end it was 
often only Monypenny whom the visitors saw. For he 
had begun to find this new aspect of the town's life as 
engrossing as any other, and, moreover, there was some- 
thing here that was not piirely municipal that called to 
the buried youth in him — ^which so seldom dkl more than 
stir in its- grave and ask questions that could be answered. 
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The visitors praised him to one another as he moved 
among them — a Victorian Beau Nash, utterly devoid of 
that suavity and ligfhtness which make a man popular, 
but somehow impressive, a stimulant to imagination. 

"You may take my word for it — ^that man has a 
most romantic history," said Mrs. Alaric Papillon (bom 
a Hurdicott). 

" He's certainly distinguished," remarked her maiden 
sister-iin-law, "so I should think it possible that he has 
never had a romance at all." 

"My love! With that air ! " 

"My opinion of him," said the Dowager Lady Cock- 
street, "is that he has not had his romance yet, but that 
Nature has designed him for one. That man, to me, is 
all future." 

" All future ! And an alderman at twenty-eight. I 
hear he was bom middle-aged." 

" No doubt. Therefore he has still to meet his youth. 
He was introduced to me a short while ago and I observed 
him well. The man is emotionally in the nursery." 

"And, like many men, may never come out of it," 
from the virgin Papillon. 

" He iiiay not, of course ; it is ridiculous to lay down 
the law after a few minutes' conversation. But in spite 
of his staidness and all his hard brilliance of mind, he 
strikes me as a man less gifted in intellect than in 
emotion." 

§ 3 

The band had arrived and dancing had begun, sway- 
ing to the deux-temj>s. The room was florescent with 
gay-coloured crinolines, dippiing and belling over the 
polished floor. There was a floatiing of scarves and lace 
shawls — there was a drift of faint perfumes : flowers, 
macassar oil, otto of roses, lavender and peau d'espagne. 
Above it all was that air of glitter, beauty, richness, 
sweetness and unreality which haunts tfie civilised survival 
of primitive delights. 

Monypenny watched it with a throb of pleasure. It 
was the dedication feast of Marlingate. At present the 
room was a trifle too large for tifie company, but his 
imagination crowded it with anticipatory ghosts. He 
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saw this gleaming' show as a beginning, and Ms mind 
ran on to future revels, more brilliant, more sure in their 
effects, better given and better graced. 

He was roused from his dream by a touch on his arm. 
He started, then looked unrecognisingly at the face that 
stared up at him. He had a swift, dazzling- impression 
of a woman's skin marvellously white, of a jewel that 
gleamed, of a billowing dress iin which a thousand 
silver threads made moonlight . . . then as he 
met eyes that were dark, a little wild, and a little 
wicked, he knew, and stiffened into a disillusioned 
greeting". 

"Good evening", Miss Wells." 

"Good evening", Mr. Monypenny." 

He had not noticed her when she came in with Lady 
Cookstreet. She had probably been received by Becket 
or by Pelham. He was amazed at the cMld's effrontery 
b coming- to greet him like this — ^where was her 
chaperon ? The feeling- of irritation with which she never 
failed to inspSre him rose up and sent a flush to his dark 
cheek ; but mingled with it to-n^ht was a new feeling of 
wonder. 

He gazed at her half incredulously. He had never 
thought her capable of looking as she looked to-night. 
He was too innocent to know how a change of hair- 
dressing can alter a woman's appearance or how much 
on her appearance depends her manner. He realised 
dimly that Miss Wells's hair no longer flopped in ragged 
clouds over her ears, that her dress no longer hung drably 
from her waist, and that her manner was no long-er that 
of the half grown-up little governess. 

But he could not tell exactly where the change lay. 
All he knew was that to-night she was white and glitter- 
ing, transformed as if by an enchantment. The spell 
must have touched him too, for he suddenly found him- 
self asking" her for a dance. 

She handed him her little empty card. His was 
ctowded with great names, and there was no space for 
her till near the end. As he wrote he saw Lady Cock- 
street raise her fan, and the next moment Miss Wells's 
Bttle glove was over his hand. 

"That will do — I must g-o now. Thank you very 
much." And still half under a spell he watched her 
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swim like a water-lily over the pool of the shining- 
floor. 

Then suddenly began a German waltz, and his en- 
chantment was broken. He stiffened his back, smoothed 
his gloves, patted his shirt-frill, and walking to where 
Miss Victoria Hurdicott sat with her mamma, claimed 
her hand with a low bow. 

After that the evening passed in pageantry. He 
danced, and found himself a good dancer. The mazurka 
succeeded the waltz, la tempite the mazurka, the quad- 
rille la tempite — memories of the steps revived to mix 
with a natural lightness and a rather formal grace. 
Some of his partners found him too stiff, others too 
silent, but none spoke of him without praise. "He's 
much the most presentable creature in this room," 
yawned Miss Victoria over her fan. " He gives a cachet 
to the assembly," said her mamma. "Anyhow, he quite 
outshines poor Cousin Hugo," said her uncle, Leo Hurdi- 
cott of Graveley. 

Monypenny knew he was attracting notice and favour. 
A subtil essence of triumph was in his blood, heating and 
enriching it. He was a little surprised at his own enjoy- 
ment — ^he had never thought that he would find himself 
delighting in the town's gaieties apart from their function 
as means to an end. To-night he was almost young in 
his savouring of the moment, in his half-realisation of 
his own attractive manhood, in his appreciation of his 
I>artners' lightness and beauty and grace. 

The air became warm and heavy with fugitive scents, 
and scent and music seemed to weave and mingle with 
the light and the colours that shifted and swayed. A 
golden impalpable dust hung over the dancers' heads, 
hazing the crude glare of the gas, bringing that too into 
the mellow middle ground which the room had begun to 
be — every sharpness of vision or sound sweetened into a 
floating harmonious dream, where alf was soft, glowing, 
warm and rhythmic. 

Monypenny came at last to resent the attitude of his 
fellow councilk>rs, who for the most part stood round 
the wall in the final stages of boredom. They all struck 
him as looking stupid and badly dressed. He wished 
they had not come, since they could not enjoy themselves, 
but must needs cast on all this beauty and pleasure the 
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blight of their disdain. They had petty souls, which 
could not rise above the dusty concerns of municipal 
life, and viewed its brighter, more soaring aspects with, 
at best, mere toleration. Once, between the dances, he 
was accosted by Vidler, who began to relieve his soul 
on the matter of the America Ground, the population of 
which was flattening its nose against the ballroom 
windows. It was high time, said the Alderman, that 
they approached the Commission of Woods and Forests 
for the removal of this abomination . . . and Monypenny, 
who had vaguely enjoyed the sensation of a hundred 
envious eyes fixed upon his revels, felt angry with Vidler 
for bursting in with borough affairs, and for thinking 
that he would care to listen. He broke away, and offered 
his arm to a Hurdicott who wanted a chicken sandwich 
and a glass of wine. 

The small hours came, with their mingling of lassi- 
tude and spurting energy — ^the fiery furnace of proof, in 
which pleasure shall either melt and trickle away or 
fiercely purge itself into joy. One or two guests began 
to leave, but there was no formal departure, rather a 
furtive sli{>ping out, as of those who know they leave a 
feast too early. Monypenny, lighter than ever of foot 
and heart, saw one or two sleepy dowagers and dis- 
appointed spinsters to their carriages — ^the Town Council 
had vanished unseen at the first opportunity — and turned 
back to tlie ballroom, triumphantly conscious that it now 
contained no one but the young and joyful. 

He looked down at his programme to see who was 
his next partner, and felt a little qualm of annoyance 
when he saw that it was Miss Wells. Her magic had 
gone, and he wondered now how she had ever bewitched 
him. He had noticed her only at intervals during the 
evening — sitting in mixed mutiny and resignation beside 
Lady Cockstreet or with some ineligible-looking partner 
dodging her crinoline. She had not danced much. The 
Hurdicott s present knew who she was, and did not favour 
her. Lady Cockstreet considered that she had made a 
mistake in bringing her, lost heart, and seldom dared 
introductions. She was shocked at the way the girl 
had accosted Monypenny, and gave her a lecture on ball- 
room manners, which did not increase the friendliness 
between them. Miss Wells felt sore against this relative 
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who was ashamed of her, and the elder woman felt sorry 
for her charge and ang-ry with those other members 
of her family who had turned her kind action into a 
blunder. 

Monypenny advanced and claimed the governess with 
his formal bow, and when he stood with her by his side, 
her little hand in his for the mazurka, he felt some 
of the lost magic creeping back. Again he had that 
impression of radiance and whiteness — the black ringlets 
bunching on her neck accentuated the whiteness of her 
skin, and a subtle rich scent rose from her silvery dress 
which swam like starlight round her shoulders. She 
stood gravely swaying her fan, and there was some- 
thing in her attitude which amazed him, so assured 
was it, so graceful and confident. He had not 
thought her capable of thus assuming the airs of a 
great lady. 

He found her a -beautiful dancer, light as cobweb, yet 
with a warmth and an abandonment which his other 
partners had lacked. Sometimes when he held her 
lightly pliant again^ his arm he was conscious of that 
wild woodland thrill surging up under her laces and half 
startling him with thoughts of chasing sunlight. He was 
at once troubled and enticed by the idea that she might 
suddenly dart away or be magically transformed into 
some woodland Cinderella and run oR brown and bare- 
foot with dead leaves in her hair. 

But this was never more than an undercurrent. In 
spite of her one big lapse from ballroom etiquette she 
was on the surface pre-eminently a fine lady, more so 
indeed than his other young lady partners, whom con- 
vention and education condemned to airs suitable to white 
muslin. There was something far more adult about 
Morgan Wells just as there was also something far more 
childish. He realised that part of her oddness, part of her 
charm, lay in the fact that she had escaped girlhood, 
that she was always child or woman, never girl. She 
was woman to-night. In time he came to realise what 
all of her sex in the room had known frc«n the first, that 
the extraordinary whiteness of her skin was due to an 
extraordinary thickness of powder, and that the scent had 
been sprinkled more lavishly than discreetly on her gown. 
That the gown itself was made only of the cheapest silver 
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muslin he was too inexperienced to see, for she wore 
it as if it were brocade — indeed, even those who realised 
the s'hifts on which it rested were bound to acknow- 
ledge her superbness, the fine, if at present unfinished, 
assurance of her manner. She was not a Hurdicott 
in vain. 

.Monypenny danced two dances with her. Once they 
stood by an open window, where the fresh air could blow 
on them. She glanced out at the looming faces, still 
curiously prowling in the night, and he found himself 
telling her about the America Ground and his struggles 
with it, passing thence to his ambition for the town. 
She listened and smiled, but he knew that his confidences 
must seem very remote. The strange thing was that 
while he had disliked talking of such matters to Vidler, 
he should want to discuss them with this creature, who 
belonged to the woods, except when, in fugitive moments 
like these, she suddenly became a spirit of festivity, arti- 
ficiality, tinsel and riot. He dragged himself away from 
borough affairs. 

"What does M. mean? " he asked, looking down at 
her breast, where a small M. of pearls creprt: into the 
lace like a secret. 

"It's for Morgan — my name." 

"Morgan! That's an odd name for a girl." 

" Mrs. Becket told me it was a fancy of my mamma's. 
She'd been reading a book and wanted me called after 
someone in it." 

"Morgan le Fay, perhaps." 

" Who was Morgan le Fay ? " 

"King Arthur's sister, an enchantress." 

"I like being called after an enchantress. Was she 
very wicked and very beautiful? " 

The question amused him, and he smiled. 

"The legend says that she was both. She enchanted 
the King's sword, so that he lost the battle." 

Morgan laughed and looked pleased. The next minute 
the music stopped, and he took her back to Lady Cock- 
street. 

That dawn, when he lay down for a few hours' sleep, 
he dreamed a queer dream of her — ^that she had come to 
the ball in her old gown, with leaves stuck in her hair, 
and had disgraced him. 
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§ 4 

Morgan Wells woke at the usual time in spite of the 
strange time she had gone to bed. Her restless spirit 
called her out of sleep, dancing her to and fro. 

As she dressed she reviewed the joys of the night. 
She had enjoyed every moment, or rather she enjoyed 
every moment now, for at the time there had been weari- 
nesses and antipathies. Now all such were hazed over 
with the golden glow of the last hours, when she 
had danced with Monypenny and been admired of 
him. 

She knew that he had admired her, though he had 
not spoken a. word of his admiration. She knew that 
she had succeeded, that all her thoughts and pains, all 
her spendings, had been justified. She sang to herself 
as she stood before the glass brushing her hair, then 
she danced a few steps of the mazurka, winding up with 
an odd little skip. She dressed more carefully than usual, 
and arranged her hair in a modified form, of last night's 
style. She had looked quite genteel last night, she told 
herself, and a faint perfume still clung to hei** skin, 
making her feel happy and languorous, filling her with 
dreams. 

The children found her absent-minded as she dressed 
and taught them. But also she was softer and gentler 
than usual, and when little Charlotte begged her for a 
story, she did not tell her not to plague her life out, or 
mockingly oblige with Jack-a-Manory, but told her and 
the others a wonderful tale about an enchantress called 
Morgan le Fay, who could work all sorts of spells, turn 
towns into woods and castles into mushrooms and people 
into seashore pebbles, and at last was able to bewitch 
the great king himself, so that he gave her his magic 
sword. 

The end of the story was rather vague, and the 
children began to interrupt. 

" How funny her name was Morgan ! " said Arthur. 
"It's the same as yours." 

Miss Wells laughed, and looked out at a tamarisk 
making a mock summer with its green against the January 
sky. 

"Perhaps I'm an enchantress too." 
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"What rubbish ! There are no such things." 

"Yes there are." 

"There aren't." 

"There arc." 

"Well, if youVe an enchantress, what have you 
enchanted?" 

"Lots of things — lots of people." 

"What?" 

Miss Wells laughed. 

"IVe enchanted this town. It isn't a real town, you 
know — it's all tamarisk trees, and I made them into a 
town. One day I shall wave my wand, and it will become 
tamarisks again." 

"Rubbish," said Arthur. 

"Wave it ! Wave it ! " cried Louisa. 

"Not yet," said Miss Wells. 

That afternoon she told them she was going to take 
them for a long walk. They set out up Cuckoo Hill, and 
then across Spitalman's Down to where a little path winds 
back to the seashore. Morgan wanted to go to the 
America Ground, but there were objections to her entering 
it boldly from the town end. It was a long walk, but at 
first the children enjoyed it, for they were still playing at 
"enchantments." Morgan had to tell them what every- 
thing they saw was in reality before she had waved her 
wand over it — for instance, how the fat grey sheep crop- 
ping at the scanty winter turf were the Mayor and Cor- 
poration of Marlingate, whom she had turned into sheep 
till she came back to the town — "for, of course, it's only 
tamarisk trees now I'm away, and I don't want them 
to notice anything." The sparrows hopping and twitter- 
ing in the skew-blown thornbushes were the children 
that played in the Marlingate streets. On the barest 
spot of the Down she stopped and told them that they 
were in a fine lady's drawing-room, and that what they 
took for stones and gorse-thickets were really sofas and 
chairs — "and there's a carpet on the floor all over big 
roses." 

This worked very well for a time, then the children 
grew tired and bored. Arthur said " Rubbish ! " and 
Charlotte said "I wan' ter go home." Morgan was 
resolved not to go back the way they had come. She 
hustled her charges down the steep cliff path, telling 
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them it was a short cut, though she knew it was two ^ 
miles longer. She vowed at all costs to visit the America 
Ground, for last night at the ball Monypenny had told her 
he meant to go there that afternoon. 

Her cheeks were hot and her eyes gleaming. She 
did not feel the cold wind blowing through her shawl 
or notice the twilight dropping on the sea. She hurried 
the children along the sea road at the foot of the diflf, ' 
which in summer was beautiful with sea-pink and the 
yellow homed poppy and the white campions with their 
huge puffed seed-boxes, but this afternoon was bare save 
for the rough shingle rolled over it by the storms. The 
sea was like a moonstone, grey and gleaming, unrippled 
by the oflf-shore wind, and the beach swept down to it in 
stony hillocks, its speckled pinks and blues washed' by , 
the dull light into a prevailing dun. 

Morgan walked quickly, for she feared that she might 
be late. The children lagged peevishly, and she had diffi- 
culty in keeping them to her pace. At last, roilnd a jut 
of the cliflf, she saw the America Ground, a disarray of 
inverted hulls and beggarly shacks. She told the 
children it was really a beautiful city which she had be- 
witched, but the game had finally palled, and Charlotte 
and Louisa were openly in tears when they came to the ^ 
boundary of clothes-lines. 

"I wan* ter go home," wailed Charlotte. 

"We are goingf home. This is the quickest way." 

"It isn't.'' 

"It is." 

"'Tisn't." 

They were not a party to enter the lawless city without 
attracting notice. A beautiful young woman with her ' 
hair dressed in the latest Paris fashion, a trifle disarrayed 
by the wind, four unhappy children in tow, two of whom 
were crying loudly, would rouse comment even in a 
clivilised street. The America Ground was not civilised. 
It stood in the same relation to Marlingate as an animal 
stands to a human being. It had many of its appetites 
but few of its habits. The place was full of a kind of - 
savage squalor. Inverted hulks studded the shingle, 
their sides peeled by the wind and scabbed by the sun, 
while from their bursting seams as well as from their 
chimneys poured the smoke of malodorous cooking. 
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Most of the dwelling's were old boats, but there were also 
a few shacks, built of the spars of wrecks, slopped over 
with tar, which hung in inky pendules from their seams 
and rose in a bubble-up of black blisters from their walls. 
There was a shop, where one could buy little more than 
kttig-, dark, pickled slices of a fish known locally as Robin 
Huss; there were fishermen's stores, and several g'in- 
shops already filling up with men in jerseys and ear- 
rings. Two of these screamed out at Morg-an. One or 
two women came out to stare, and coupled their indig- 
nation at her treatment of the children with most un- 
warrantable conjectures as to her morals. Then an old 
fisherman mending* a net swore at Charlotte and Louisa 
for making- a dirty noise. Rag-ged children made rude 
remarks about Arthur and James. In time a little crowd 
was following^ them. 

All this while there was not a sig^n of Monypenny. 
Morgan did not dare make any inquiries ; she hurried on, 
disconcerting^ly aware that she had not the slig^htest idea 
of her way out of this abominable place. She was lost in 
a mess of evil-smelling- tracks, winding in and out of 
sheds and dwellings, of pig^sties, stables, fishermen's 
stores, old boats, and a regular entanglement of clothes- 
lines. Everywhere she saw nothing- but dark faces, 
slatternly women with their hair upon their shoulders, 
children dirty and verminous, workmen from the Parade 
and waterworks, home after their day's toil and begin- 
ning the evening's soak. 

"Show you. your way out, lady? " said a dark, gipsy- 
looking man with crinkled hair. 

Morgan shook her head and hurried on. 
"I'll show you your way out in five minutes if you'll 
give me the little gal's locket." 

"I know my way," muttered Morgan desperately. 
She seized the now screaming* Charlotte by the hand. 
At the same time the young man snatched the locket and 
broke the chaiin. The next moment he had disappeared, 
and Morgan, blanched with fright, found herself the 
centre of a villainous crowd which had ringed round her, 
evidently to prevent her following him. She thought she 
was going to faint — a mist swam before her — she felt the 
children tearii^ at her skirts . . . then suddenly the 
crowd seemed to melt away like a marsh-steam, and she 
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realised that she was standing face to face with Mony- 
penny. 

"What — ^what on earth are yooi doingf here? " 

She began to laugh hysterically. 

**I — ^I — oh, I don't know — ♦! lost my way — I was try- 
ing to get home.*' 

"Come with me," said Monypenny. 

She followed him through the sheds to a rope-walk 
beyond which lay the open beach and the unfinished 
parade. She was trembling, partly from fear at her 
adventure, partly from the joy of having met him. She 
hoped he would walk back with them, to the town, but 
when they camei to the boundaries of the America Ground 
he stopped abruptly. 

"YouVe quite safe now, and you can see the Coney 
Banks from here." 

She stood looking up at him, as she had looked 
at the ball, but this time there was no answer in his 
eyes. 

"Oh, Mr. Monypenny, I'm so grateful to you. I 
don't know what we should have done if you hadn't 
come." 

To her dismay the line of his mouth grew stem. 

" No, and I don't know, either. It was a most rash 
thing to do. This is no place to bring children to, * and 
I'm sure Mr. Becket would be highly displeased if he 
knew of it." 

Morgan's face grew white, and she bit her lip pain- 
fully. Her dreams were toppling about her ears, and as 
they fell her anger rose and flamed. He looked on her 
just as a governess, whom he could reprimand for lack of 
duty to her employer. Her adventure had ended in a 
rebuke — she was no Morgan le Fay to him, just a mean 
little governess, after all. She turned without speaking 
and hurried away with her charges, who noticed, to com- 
plete the terrors of the day, that the tears were trickling 
and splashing down her face. 

§ 5 

She walked quickly, her head bent, her arms rigid 
against her sides. Ahead of her Marlingate swam in the 
grey twilight, with that strange appearance of wind which 
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sometinies affects even the unshaken masses of roofs 
and streets. She scarcely saw it, or the sea-road 
along" which she stumbled, so thick was the sorrow 
in her eyes and thje rage in her heart. The children 
called to 'her to go more slowly, but she did not heed 
them. 

So Monypenny despised her. He had taken some 
notice of her when she was well dressed, and perhaps he 
was sorry for her with her few partners ; but he had never 
really admired her, she had never been to him for an 
instant what he had been and was still to her. Her 
throat felt dry and tight, the unuttered sobs in her breast 
lay heavy there, like stones. He looked upon her 
only as a governess, a paid servant. He had not 
troubled about her own distress and danger, merely 
her employer's disapproval and the risk to whidi 
she had p<ut his children.. Little Charlotte was 
crying : 

"I wan' my locket." 

"Be quiet," said Morgan roughly. 

She could not bear anything that took her thoughts 
away from Monypenny. They were fixed on him in a 
blind concentration of desire. He was strong and young 
and handsome — ^the man she wanted. She had wanted 
him from the first moment she had seen him. It was the 
passion of a creature inexperienced, unawakened, and at 
the same time merciless to itself and others in its cravings, 
proud with the reckless pride that only the half-civilised 
can know. 

Morgan's passion had in it the goad of hate, which 
urged it on to action. She vowed to herself that she 
would break his pride, that the day should come when 
he should look down on her no longer, but seek her out 
and plead with her for herself. 

She would not deny him. For at the bottom of all 
her rage and hunger was her love for him. It was an 
unreasonable love, sprung almost entirely out of externals, 
but now pulling from the roots of her heart. She 
loved him through his very humiliation of her, while all 
the time she vowed to punish him for it. " He shall love 
me," she told herself, as she came to the grey, wind- 
musickcd town — and his love should be both her revenge 
and her reward. 
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§6 

The Town ConuDiittee was anxious that the Parade 
should be finished by the beg'inning of the summer season. 
The work ihad g'one briskly from the first, and <by the early 
springi the sea-front of Marlingfate was transformed. The 
quaintness and mellowness had disappeared — the old sea- 
wall with its odd occasional gfrowths of roof and house- 
front, the strand where the tamarisk trees streamed like 
green pennons north-eastward from the wind and the 
black hulls of the fishing'-smacks lay moored between the 
tides. But in their place was something* not unbeautiful, 
not without its part in the rambling picturesqueness of 
the town. 

Decimus F'lgg had striven to combine his duty to 
Monypenny as his patron Avith his duty to Marlingate as 
his inspiration. It was not such a difficult matter as if, 
instead of Monypenny, had been the Town Committee 
with its neo-Gothic visions and memories of the Steyn. 
Monypenny was anxious for the continuity of Marling-ate 
to be preserved, even if at the same time he had un- 
fortunate yearnings for the crystalline. Figg bad 
imagfined a Parade of gleaming whiteness, which should 
shine out like the Gates of Pearl to voyagers on the sea, 
a white shining line from Cuckoo Hill to All Holland Hill, 
shutting away the tumbled blacksl and reds of the streets, 
which should flower behind its whiteness like poppies in 
an alabaster bowl. His houses stood plain and serene in 
one long* facade, with square windows and quaintly 
columned doors. The Parade had a look of unhewn 
massiveness, snow-white like the rest, yet boasting of its 
strength against the wave-shocks, proclaiming' itself not 
only the walk of fashion but the block and barrier of 
storms. 

Monypenny was pleased, for though it was not 
exactly the Parade of his dreams, he saw its efficiency as 
a compromise between them and the requirements of 
Marlingate. He had known all along that what he had 
pictured could never quite be realised — ^he was growing- 
used to that sense of " beyondness " which seemed to 
attaint his ideals for the town. 

His fellow-workers troubled him little — it was 
characteristic of him that he had already begun to ignore 
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them. His estates gave him the advantage, and he had 
contrived to establish a tacit superiority in matters 
aesthetic. In finance he was more ready to take counsel — 
indeed, he had left the Borough Loan almost entirely to 
Becket, Lewnes, and Lusted— but the decoration and 
polishing of Marlingate had been handed over to him un- 
reservedly ; a casual talk with Pelham in which he laid 
down his plans, the occasional pretence of consulting 
Becket which his indebtedness demanded, a few dry 
announcements at Town Committee meetings, were his 
sole acknowledgment of the fact that Marlingate did not 
belong to him. So far his attitude was accepted by the 
others. He saved them a lot of trouble, and at the same 
time gave them ample proof of his capabilities. The 
stupidest of them was forced to own that he had the best 
brains in the town — »he also had the best house, the best 
clothes, the best breeding. In odd moments, away from 
him, Lewnes or Breeds or Lusted might suddenly re- 
member that he was only twenty-nine, but would forget it 
at once when he saw him face to face — cold, youthless, 
saturnine, more like some old man who by dint of training 
and contrivance still managed to look young, than the 
boy he was in fact. 

Nearly^ every day he came down to the Parade, and 
walked along it from its beginnings at the base of All 
Holland Hill, to its end within a few yards of the America 
Ground. The Gut's Mouth Brook had been bridged by a 
reculver, and just beyond this was a large semicircular 
bay, where later on a bandstand would be erected. The 
oW sea-road was even now being macadamised, so that 
by summer an elegant carriage-drive should be ready for 
the visitors who would live and lodge behind that gleam- 
ing facade, low and white like some long palace of the 
Medici. 

One morning early in April, Monypenny was watching 
the railings being put up at the edge of the promenade, 
when, glancing landwards, he saw the Becket children 
walking with their governess on the other side of the 
road. He had not met any of them since his encounter 
on the America Ground. Now that he saw them it struck 
. him as odd that he had not seen them for so long. It 
is true that he had been extremely busy, and also that 
the whole family had been away for a month, visiting an 
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aunt at Tunbridge Wells, but in a small place like Mar- 
lingate people were always meeting, unless they deliber- 
ately avoided one another. 

Then he realised that this was probably what Miss 
Wells had tried to do. That afternoon on the America 
Ground he had spoken sharply — ^he had been indignant 
at her recklessness and incompetence, and had not 
attempted to hide his feelings. He understood now that 
this must have been exceedingly painful to her, especially 
on the day after the ball, at which he had admired her 
and treated her as a friend. An uncomfortable flush went 
up to Monypenny's white hair. For some reason he saw 
his behaviour as intolerable, though it had never struck 
him before in that light. He had treated her like the 
little governess she was, forgetting that she had been 
something very different in the woods and at the ball. A 
vague irritation possessed him — ^why must she alternate 
her moods of wood-elf and great lady with a third as 
baffling as either? As if it were not confusing enough 
to meet a dryad all powdered and tight-laced in a ball- 
room, must he be still further confounded by meeting her 
crying in the nursery? 

They were opposite hitn now, on the other side of the 
road. His feelings of compunction once more pre- 
dominant, he took off his hat and made her a low ex- 
piatory bow. He also moved a step or two across the 
road, then stopped baffled. With a very slight inclina- 
tion of the head she had walked quickly on, though 
obviously aware of his intention to cross. He had made 
sure that she would be delighted to see him, reassured and 
gratified by his friendliness. Instead of which she did 
not even smile, merely walked on with a bare acknow- 
ledgment of his salute. Monypenny bit his lips. A dart 
of anger went into his heart and stabbed through to the 
boy. He would not be flouted by her in public, he would 
go after her and make her speak to him — he did not care 
if it was impulsive and undignified. The workmen on 
the Parade were surprised to see their stately task- 
master suddenly dasih off after a woman and four 
children who had just turned the corner of the High 
Street. 

Morgan turned round as he came up. Her look was 
one of oold inquiry, veiling a challenge. 
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"Good morning," he said rather breathlessly. "It's 
such a long time since Tve seen any of you, that I hope 
you will forgive me for running after you to ask how 
you are." 

"We're very well, thank you." 

"And Mr. Becket? Has he gone back to London 
yet?" 

"No. There is a Town Committee meeting to-day." 

Monypenny darkened with anger at his slip and her 
awareness of it. Something in her manner had dis- 
organised him, and he was fumbling like a schoolboy. 
She made a movement as if she would walk on, and he 
searched desi>erately for a pretext to detain her. It was 
at his elbow — the confectioner's shop into which the young 
Beckets, during this discourse of their elders, were 
hungrily gazing. 

" Do you young people like tarts ? " 

"Oh, yes, thank you." 

"Then come in and eat as many as you can manage." 

"No eating between meals," began Miss Wells, but 
the Becket family hurled itself into the shop, and Mony- 
penny gave her a look which said " My trick ! " 

Very soon they were all seated round a marble-topped 
table, Monypenny opposite the governess, who, in spite 
of her dignity, had chosen a very unwholesome-looking 
pink cake. 

' "This is jolly," said Arthur. "Mr. Monypenny is a 
brick." 

"Dear Mr. Mullypelly," gurgled Louisa, and Charlotte 
slid a sticky hand into his. 

Monypenny felt out of place and ridiculous, and his 
self-<x>nsciousness was increased by his conviction that 
Miss Wells was laughing at him. What was the terrible 
little creature's game? Why had she suddenly put on 
these airs, and why was she laughing at him now? He 
looked across at her as she sat eating her cake and tried 
to imagine bow he had ever seen either wildness or 
worldliness in this absurd grown-up child. Then sud- 
<l©nly, as he looked at her, she lifted her eyes, and her 
glance crept over him, slow, melting, sensuous, under the 
winking shadow of her lashes. Her eyes seemed to be 
drawing Him into their depths, sucking him down into 
themselves like two treacherous whirlpools of untroubled 
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surface and devouring" heart. At the same time her lips 
parted, seemed to grow fuller, redder, suddenly 
dangerous. . . . 

Monypenny rose to his feet. His head was going- 
round. He went ia few steps towards the door, then 
clumsily pulled out his watch and mumbled something 
about an appointment. Then he remembered he had left 
hlis Ihat under his chair ; for one wild moment he thought of 
going- without it, but he was able to recover himself 
sufficiently to go back and fetch it, bow to Miss Wells, 
and finally maJce his escape. As he shut the door he 
heard her laugh, but it was not till he was half-way up 
the street that he realised what an utter fool she had 
made of him. 

§ 7 

For some days afterwards he felt ruffled and discon- 
certed, and made up his mind in future to avoid Miss 
Wells. She had aifronted his shyness, and he was too 
inexperienced in these new ways to realise that a creature 
of such transparent artifice was scarcely to be dreaded. 
Sometimes he asked himself a question beginning "Was 
it possible that ... ? " then, before he had finished 
asking it, choked it down with the answer : "No, it 
couldn't be." The idea was preposterous, and due to the 
foolish state into which for some unaccountable reason 
she had plunged him. He rushed his mind into municipal 
affairs, like a hunted animal burrowing into the earth for 
safety. Under the comfortable, solid bricks of Marlingate 
he would bury this new disquiet ; Miss Wells should have 
no more chances of twisting and troubling a respectable 
Alderman's life. 

Marlingate was now busily preparing for the summer 
season. Advance bookings were good, and several of the 
new houses on the Parade had been let. Up behind the 
town, Becket Grove was patching the riim of the woods 
with unexpected roofs. Here Decimus Figg had become 
rural, and built with the huge roof-spreads he had noticed 
on farmhouses inland, and the flat latticed windows that 
had been knocked out of nearly every old house in Mar- 
lingate to make room for the alderman-like bows that 
Lusted loved. 

Encouraged by the letting of these villas, Mony- 
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penny planned building" larger ones, just off Rye Lane, 
on the slope of All Holland Hill. There was no doubt 
that Marling-ate was attracting a " superior " set of 
visitors, the kind which is always on the verge of be- 
coming resident, which seldom takes lodgings for less 
than six weeks, and spends more on its comforts than 
OQ its amusements. To a certain extent this was due 
to Becket, but he had done little more than start things. 
Monypenny flattered himself that the town's success 
with this ** superior " class was because it was itself 
"superior " in position, climate, scenery, accommoda- 
tion and entertainment. There was nothing* cheap or 
makeshift about lit, nothing of the pushing*, impermanent 
mushroom town. There was nothing* fast or showy, no 
cardboard attempts to reproduce the gaieties and con- 
veniences of London. It was soJiid and respectable, 
without being heavy or bourgeois. The houses, both 
old and new, were well built, and into the bargain the 
old were picturesque and the new were eleg^ant. There 
was no attempt to increase enormously the borough's 
area — Monypenny was resolved only to build such houses 
as he could afford to build well and be sure of letting 
to the best people. There was no sign of that slum- 
hSnterland which so generally springs up behind a pros- 
perous seaside resort — the Ameriica Ground, it is true, 
still flourished, but was doomed, for the Commission of 
Woods and Forests had now turned their eye upon it, 
and no doubt in the slow grinding of their mills it would 
one day be ground exceeding smdl. 

The waterworks were nearly finished, and the Parade 
was quite so. The bandstand was now begun, and a 
band had been engaged. There had been a good deal 
of discussion in the Borough Council as to whether shops 
should be allowed on the sea-front. Lewnes, Lusted, 
Vidler, and all the tradesmen members were anxiious to 
have them, but Monypenny opposed them with his whole 
power. The place would deteriorate at once, he said, if 
the Parade became a shopping thoroughfare ; it was to 
be a garden, an enclosure of beauty, no mart or forum 
of trade competition. That long white facade was to be 
inviolate of plate-glass or painted sign. There was plenty 
of room for shops, in the High Street, where Lewnes 's 
establishment was undergoing staggering embellishments 
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in view of the coming- season. On the sea-front itself he 
was allowing* a Marine Arcade, which combined a tasteful 
exposition of fancy goods with a collection of "Wonders 
of the Deep,", altog^ether a select and beautiful under- 
taking. 

§ 8 

Meanwhile triumph prevailed in the enemy's camp. 
Morgan Wells knew that she had been successful. She 
made no attempt to review the series of blunders which 
had somehow tumbled her into her heart's desire — they 
seemed rather fine tactics to her now. Nor did she 
analyse the exact quality of her attainment. All she 
knew was that she had managed to make a fool of 
Monypenny, and being a fool was a good preliminary 
to being* a lover. 

It would soon be time, however, to pass from pre- 
liminaries to the actual business, and that might not be 
so easy. This occurred to her after a week or two, during 
which she did not meet Monypenny even once. It was, 
, of course, perfectly easy for him to avoid her ; he was in 
a very different position from what hers would have been 
if it were he who pursued — ^he could have come in contact 
with her on a dozen pretexts, whereas there was none 
which a little governess could make for seekiing out the 
chief Alderman of Marlingate. AH she could do was to 
hover round the places where she was most likely to meet 
him, and she noticed that he seemed to have left his old 
hsunts. He never came to the Parade now that the 
workmen were gone, and the band played there instead 
of the music of hammer and .pick. She had heard from 
Becket that the America Ground business was temporarily 
settled ; and, anyhow, she would not have dared seek him 
there ag'ain. Sometimes she went up with her charges to 
where Becket Grove was crushing the spring out of the 
woods ; but he was not there. She could never find h!im. 
Yet the town was full of him; she heard his name on 
everyone's lips; she was told of his presence at council 
and committee, at concerts, card-parties, balls, and other 
places from which she was shut out. She knew that he 
must be avoiding her, and to a certain extent the know- 
\edge made her pleased and proud. But it also gave 
her a strange sense of helplessness, for it was an attitude 



Morgan le Fay 67 

he could maintain indefinitely ; it was not as if she were 
some society woman whom he was bound to meet sooner 
or later. He could avoid her for ever if he chose. 

Had there been time and opportunity she might have 
played her old game of avoliding' him herself. She saw 
now that it had been one of her best points of strategy 
— it had piqued him, and goaded him at laist to pursuit. 
But she had no means of making her avoidance effective 
or even noticeable, and early in June she was to go with 
Becket and the children to Scotland, where one of his 
sisters was married to a Glasgow shipowner and had a 
summer villa at Rothesay. There was only May in which 
to work, and May was slipping by in a procession of 
golden hopes all unfulfilled. 

The long tender days, with their drowse of sun and 
sea, the evenings of gold and amethyst when the sirens 
crooned in the fogs, were thick with a promise she only 
half understood, an aching incompleteness, a sense of 
unfulfilment which seemed one with the hunger of 
her heart. Nature in its hot, lush maturity, its thick 
fecundity, its heavy-aSred consummation, was somehow 
drawn by her to be part of her own craving and empti- 
ness; till she saw it only in the light of her desire, and 
flowering grass and dancing flies and mated birds and 
teeming sea and all the contentment of the fertile thundery 
air, were thrilled through with the sadness of human 
love, wiith the ache of her empty arms and uncherished 
lips, till she felt as if Monypenny himself must see the 
torment of tEe long, hushed evenings that brooded over 
his town. 

Her want oT him had passed into a second definite 
stage. At first it had been compounded of resentment 
and admiration, now somehow both these had been trans- 
muted into more subtle essences. In the place of resent- 
n^nt was a heavy sickness of soul, and in the place of 
admiration the fever of that sickness. Her brain seemed 
to have lost its powers of planning — she could only drift — 
yet never before had her desire been more imperative; 
in the Winter it had been something outside herself, 
something she could mould with imagin'ings and feed with 
dreams ; now it belonged to the deepest, most secret parts 
of her being, it had become the potter of her clay, and 
could be quieted only by love or by death. 
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The weeks passed, and June had come. Then she had 
a feeble spurt of hope. The children had been promised 
a farewell picnic before leaving- Marlingate, and it struck 
her that it mig'ht be possible to trap Monypenny With 
this. She suggested to the little g"irls that they should 
ask their father if they mig'ht invite Mr. Monypenny. 
But Charlotte and Louisa found the sugg^estion, uninspir- 
ing-, and Arthur and James were no better when 
approached. In spite of his g-enerous conduct at the 
pastrycook's, Monypenny was unpopular with the little 
Beckets. They found him staid and stiff and horribly 
grown-up; even Papa was more fun. Also Miss Wells 
was not in favour with them just now, having been cross 
and unlike herself for the last month ; she had failed to 
keep the secret of her own eag-erness for Monypenny 's 
invitation, and with cMldish cruelty they resolved she 
should not have her wish. She liked that horrid starched 
old prig, as the boys called him, and perhaps he was the 
reason for her having suddenly become grown-up too. 

Morgan, saw that nothing- was to be done that way ; 
for a day or two she relapsed into inactivity, then the ever 
present consciousness that only her own efforts could save 
her roused her to the need for exertion. What did g'irls 
in novels do when they wanted men to love them? She 
diligently studied the romances that came her way, and 
reached the depressing conclusion that the girls in novels 
did nothing. In vain she searched the pages of "All the 
Year Round," Miss Betham Edwards, Mrs. Ewing, and 
the new American novels that everyone was reading — 
the young- women in them remained obstinately passive, 
languishing" !in blushes and silence for the favour of the 
adored. At best they went no further than prayer — a 
method Morgan had long ago given up as useless. She 
came reluctantly to the conclusion that it was not con- 
sidered right or proper for woman to woo, and that 
no self-respecting heroine would do so. The dis- 
covery depressed her, but she did not waste much 
time over it. If heroines made no effort to win 
their hearts' desire, then she was willing to forg-o the 
privilege of being* one. After all, was not the part of 
wicked enchantress much more thrilling? Her thoug-hts 
swung back to Morgan le Fay, and she saw herself the 
witch who enchanted the enchanter and bound him her 
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slave. That was better than being a milk-and-water miss 
in a novel, humbly waiting till her lord chanced to look 
her way. She would not rest till she had found him and 
bound him; by some means which fate would send he 
should be hers. There should be no more aching Junes. . . 

§ 9 

Monypenny was walking up the Coney Banks to call 
on Lewnes about a little matter of town finance, when he 
encountered Becket. 

"Good evening," said the latter. "I was on my way 
to your house." 

"Then I'm fortunate to have spared you the trouble." 

Becket never knew what to do with Monypenny *s 
starched politeness. He coughed and cleared his throat. 

"Er— lyer — are you particularly engaged next Wed- 
nesday? " 

No," said Monypenny. 

Because I had planned a little farewell gathering 
before our departure for Scotland. Quite informal, you 
know — ^just the Leo Hurdicotts, the Papillons, the Fulley- 
k>ves, and Lady Cockstreet, who is staying with the Leos. 
I thought we might have an excursion — a picnic — French 
Landing or somewhere along the cliffs." 

"Delightful," mur«mured Monypenny. 

Becket turned and began to walk with him towards 
Lewnes's house. 

"I had promised the children a treat some time ago. 
It was Miss Wells who suggested that we might make a 
little function of it. This is not the weather for drawing- 
loom assemblies, and I feel that in this way we can all 
enjoy ourselves, adults and children." 

Miss Wells ! He might have guessed it. Monypenny 
hardly listened to the rest of Becket 's amiable prosing, 
he was too bitterly preoccupied with the trap in which he 
found himself. Why had he so readily disclaimed an 
^"gf-agement ? He ought to have been more suspicious, 
and left at least one way of escape. Now it would be 
very difficult to wriggle out — if, indeed, he could decently 
do so at all. He did not care a damn for Becket, but 
the£e were Htirdicotts to be considered, and a Dowager 
who must not b6 offended. He would have to go and 
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make himself agreeable to those people. As for the 
governess 

He was roused from his meditations by hearings her 
name. 

"A wonderful woman," said Becket. 

"I agree," said Monypenny. 

**I am glad to hear you say that, for at one time I 
actually thought you were prejudiced against her." 

Monypenny laughed. 

"Of course," continued the other, "she is not like an 
ordinary governess." 

"You never spoke a truer word." 

"I look upon her more as a daughter than as— as a 
dependant." 

" She's a wonderful woman. Why don't you marry her ? " 

Becket 's jaw fell and his eyes bulged. 

"Why don't you marry her? " repeated Monypenny 
roughly. 

"My dear sir — I — I — the bare idea — I mean, the un- 
suitableness — ^and my beloved wife has not been dead three 
years." 

"All the more reason for you to marry ag'ain." 
Monypenny was speaking almost at random. "She's 
well born in spite of her bar sinister, and she's beautiful, 
and she's clever — oh, damn clever! She's fond of 
children, and she'd shine in society with a little more 
polish. I don't suppose she'd disg-race you oftener than 
once a week. Why don't you marry her? " 

Becket's attitude had collapsed from astonishment to 
a pained disapproval. 

" I don't understand how you can even suggest that a 
man in my position should marry a woman in hers. Her 
unfortunate birth . . . and — and other thing's. ... It 
would be most unseemly, even if . . . And I don't think 
you realise," he added sorrowfully, "how time only in- 
creases my resolution never to put anyone in my dear 
Emma's place. I must beg you to accept my statement 
that my wife's memory is sacred and shall never be 
supplanted." 

"Oh, certainly," said Monypenny carelessly. He had 
reached Lewnes's house, and stopped at the gate. Becket 
thought he looked strangely flushed. If he had not 
known him for the most temperate of men. . . . 
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§ 10 

On a sunny and stuffy afternoon a week later a string 
of elegant carriages could be seen on the road that runs 
eastward along the back of the cliffs from Marlingate to 
Rye. The first was the Leo Hurdicotts', and contained 
Mrs. Leo and Lady Cockstreet, with Alaric Papillon and 
Mony penny dodging under their parasols. In the next 
came Leo himsdf, trampling the heart of little round- 
faced Mrs. Alaric, with his eyeglass and Dundreary 
whiskers, while Mrs. Fulleylove and the Reverend Somer- 
ville Hunt discussed the Romish practices at St. Paul's, 
Knightsbridge. Becket was in the third carriage with 
Fulleylove, his daughter, and Victoria Hurdicott. Then 
came two carriagefuls of children — infant Beckets, Fulley- 
loves, Papillons and Hurdicotts, swarming round their 
governesses and nurses. 

It was a deadly way of enjoying oneself, thought 
Mony penny. All the same, he could not prevent an un- 
easy conviction that he would have been perfectly satis- 
fied but for that last carriage. The day was ideal for 
a seaside picnic, and he was in the company of charming 
women — not that he cared much for women's society, but 
these added wit and brains to their more obvious attrac- 
tions. He was also working for Marlingate in the subtle 
social way he loved — already Lady Cockstreet had asked 
him to send her particulars of the Rye Lane houses. 
Nevertheless, he was conscious of a strange inward exas- 
peration, which seemed to magnify the uglinesses and 
stupidities of his surroundings. He chafed at the idea 
of being thus, a man of full viigour and youth, driving 
in a C-springed carriage under ladies' sunshades. Some- 
how he wanted, as he had never wanted before, to be 
away out of it all, there on the bitten brown edge of the 
cliff, among the gorse-clumps and the skew-blown tam- 
arisks; he wanted to feel the short tough grass under his 
feet and smell its trodden sweetness, to roll* on the thyme 
and the thrift and bite their stalks. . . . He reminded him- 
self angrily that he was an Alderman of Marlingate. 

A lane left the road for French Landing, a surface of 
creamy marl, baked by the sun into ruts and hog-<backed 
ridges. Along this the carriages bumped and swayed, 
stopping at last at a farmhouse outside Landing Wood. 
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From this the party was to walk — the ladies were helped 
out of the barouches and walked along the field-path, 
holdings their petticoats off the grass. Monypenny walked 
between Lady Cockstreet and Mrs. Fulleylove, whose 
muslin domes each side of him were like redoubts against 
the attacking armies of earth and wind, whose general- 
ship seemed now to lie in a vague blue figure flitting in the 
field behind him, invisible save when he rashly turned his 
head, yet somehow filling all his consciousness. 
// French J^anding* was a gaR. in the cliffs , two of which 
iad caught a wood between them, a little struggling^wood 
of stunted oaks, which writh ed out at one>nd''mto the 
open country and at the other pipped over huge broken 
masses of chalk and s andstone down to the sea. Here 
the French had lande d for one of their many ^^cks of 
Marlingate. They had beached their ships under the pro- 
tectiogjut of the Gringer, and, marching west, had shown 
the little fourteenth century town the horrors of plunder, 
fire and rape. In later years they had made more friendly, 
more dishonest landings. The place had been a favourite 
sfliuggling hauAt fifty years ago, and there were stories 
o^ kegs still buried in unknown caves or the matting^ of 
thorn and bramble. A little creek trickled through the 
wooTinto tKe""sea, and here, no doubt, m the shelter of 
•*^p1U "^^^ tumbled rocks, many a French cutter had 
sn^e d her cargo of Burgoyne wine; or Scotch coast^r ^ 
spintVeeki^ a-t fier^seams^ landed whisky tubs in defiang g 
of batsnienL and e xcise. 

Down by the sea the closeness of the day had lifted, 
and while the thundery vapour danced inland a soft green 
freshness rustled under the trees. The sunlight ,^s£at:: 
teied^ through the leaves, and the sgentg of spurg^-^and 
dog-rose were washed in th e dew that had only just drjbed 

\\and would soon fall again. " "" 

Tea was spread at once, and the company sat down, 
dappling the green mysterious coolness with pinks and 

, blues and heliotropes and garish blots of white. There 
was a good deal of talk and laughter, and the children 
chattered. Monypenny sat at the end of the great cloth 
that had been spread ridiculously over the moss; Lady 
Cockstreet was still beside him, leaning against a stump, 
on his other side was Victoria Hiirdicott, her pretty 
pointed face simpering between ringlets, her minute 






Morgan le Fay 73 

parasol figiiting the solitary ray of sunligrht that had 
filtered throug^h the leaves above her and threatened to 
put a freckle on her nose. 

With a cowardice pitiable even to himself he had 
striven to put the gfreatest possible distance — at most 
about five feet — ^between him and Morgan Wells, He 
had not spoken to her yet; she had been submerged in 
children, but he knew that he would not be allowed to 
make a final escape. Why, he was the reason of the pic- 
nic, its motive and attraction, and she, the obscure little 
governess, was in reality the hostess, the planner and 
organiser of the whole. He could not help a bitter smile, 
but the next moment it faded on his lips. His peril 
was no laughing matter. 

He knew now that he was in danger, or, rather, it 
was now that he acknowledged it. He might listen with 
one ear to the Dowager's worldly tattle or to Victoria's 
girlish niceties, but really he was straining to catch the 
words of little Wells as she talked to the Fulleyloves' 
governess. He was watching her too, wondering why 
she never looked in his direction. Then suddenly her 
eyes turned deliberately to his, met them and held them, 
as they had done six weeks ago in the confectioner's shop, 
and he seemed to feel the manhood go out from him to 
her in a passion of seeking. 

He wondered if Lady Cockstreet saw his emotion, 
and if she did whether she realised its cause. She was 
a woman of the world, and shrewd into the bargain. 
Morgan was not a woman of the world, she was a woman 
of the woods. She was all the more dangerous because 
she. was unpruned and primitive and swayed by winds. A 
worldly woman would be easier to reckon with-r-also, 
there would be no subtle alliance between her and the 
wind and trees, such as he was consdious of now. There 
seemed something prophetic in his shrinking from the 
woods round Marlingate, in his sense of them as a hungry 
beast prowling round his town. ... A long deep sigh 
seemed to pass up through them, stirless in the trees, 
carrying in its depths a roar as of power and wonder. 
He shuddered and looked round him ; then someone said : 
"Hark to the sea. You can hear it quite plainly." So 
it was his other enemy that had found him out — ^the sea — 
that other great eternity outside his little bit of time. . . . 
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The meal was nearly over, Morgan was eating cherries. 
They bobbed against her lips. Monypenny found himself 
staring at her lips. She wore a shady hat, under which 
her face was mysterious, large-eyed like a fawn. Her 
gown was blue, as if shredded from the sea. 

The company was rising, and, looking neither right 
nor left, Monypenny walked down the path with Lady 
Cockstreet. He found in her a kind of support. How 
infinitely superior, he told himself, old women were to 
young — so much sweeter, stronger and wiser, like good 
old wine. 

As they walked down the path the boom of the sea 
came louder through the trees. The two enemies seemed 
to sway together in sound, hemiming him in with their 
surge and rustle, while the sunshine, racing in and out 
of the boWing branches, spattered him with strange flecks 
and ripples of light. There was a musty scent of nettles. 

"I suppose, Mr. Monypenny," said Lady Cockstreet, 
" ^ve shall find you an enthusiastic reader of * ComhiU ' ? " 

**I am looking forward to its appearance, I must say, 
especially as I hear on very good authority that Thackeray 
is to be editor." 

"You admire Thackeray?" 

"Ever since I read * Barry Lyndon ' in * Fraser's.* " 

Monypenny looked round him uneasily. He thought 
he heard a rustle in the trees. 

" Would you put Titmarsh before Boz ? " 

" I would — for Boz has no idea of beauty ; also, though 
he perhaps knows more of human nature, Thackeray 
knows more of the world." 

Lady Cockstreet wondered why the Alderman was 
looking behind him. 

"I must say," she continued, "that *A Tale of Two 
Cities ' struck me as immensely inferior to * Esmond. ' " 

"It is inferior in beauty." 

"You would put beauty high in an author's list of 
qualifications?" 

" Of course. " What the devil was she talking about — 
this woman? He hoped he was answering her sensibly. 

"I can see how hard you have worked for beauty in 
Marlingate." 
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He did not reply. Once again he heard that strange 
crackle in the undergrowth, but this time it was in front 
of him, and the next nx>ment, with scarcely a trenxw of 
surprise, so inevitable it seemed, he saw Morgan on the 
path. 

**Mr. Monypenny," she began at once, "Mr. Becket 
would like very much to speak to you. He's over there 
outside the wood." 

"I am with Lady Cockstreet," said Monypenny 
stiffly. 

"Of course, he didn't know that. But if Lady Cock- 
street will allow me, I can walk with her to the dripping- 
well and meet you both there. He's only just outside 
the wood — he'd have come to you himself if 'he wasn't 
with Mrs. FuUeylove and Miss Hurdicott. They say this 
path spoils their shoes, so he asked me if I'd mind kx^ing 
for you." 

Monypenny distrusted the situation, but realised that 
any objections would sound odd to Lady Cockstreet. 
Besides, if Morgan walked with her to the dripping- 
well . . . 

"Don't worry about me, Mr. Monypenny," said the 
Dowager, ** I shall easily find my way with this young 
lady." 

Monypenny promptly conceived the insane idea that 
she was in league with the enemy, and with a few maimed 
apolc^ies, hurried off down the little path that led to 
the cliff side. The next moment he realised that he had 
behaved like a schoolboy, but it was too late to make 
amends. So he fell to blaming Morgan — there was some 
fatality about her driving him to all kinds of cubbish im- 
becility. He ground his teeth as he hurried through the 
young oak scrub. He must take himself in hand, he must 
pull himself together. The fact was, he was ashamed of 
his own inexperience, she was making him compare him- 
self to other men in his relations with her sex. That was 
another part of the spell she cast over him, and no ordin- 
ary man, he told himself, would have been influenced by 
it. He must get a bit more normal in his relations with 
women — then he would not fall a prey to any ill-bred 
little upstart who threw herself at his head. 

He was outside the wood now, and, of course, Becket 
was nowhere to be seen. But why had she . , , 
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His thoughts were interrupted by a renewed crack- 
ling and scrambling. The next minute Morgan Wells 
burst out of the wood, her blue dress torn and stained, 
her hat swinging down her back, her hair rough and 
full of leaves and twigs, her breast heaving and sighing 
like the wood. She did not speak, and nor did Mony- 
j>enny. 

They were on a slope of the cliff between the woods 
and the sea. It was clumped with gorse and spotted 
with purslane; there were great ruddy bunches of oak 
scrub and young bramble, and a pale mist of tamarisks 
floating up the hillside. The hot sun baked round the 
humming bees, yet over it all licked the racy salt- 
smacking wind, bearing with it the long hushed moan of 
the channel, languidly sucking at the rocks. The sea 
was a deep luminous indigo, on which were strange 
streaks of emerald — the murmur of it drowned the rustle 
of the woods, and now and then swelled to a roar, a huge 
hollow boom among the caves. 

Monypenny and Morgan faced each other. Alderman 
and governess no longer, young man and young woman 
at last. 

Then suddenly she began primly : 

"I'm sorry. I made a mistake; Mr. Becket 1" 

" Be quiet ! " shouted Monypenny. 

She took a step backwards, then a look of gladness 
came into her eyes. They half ^closed, and once more 
he felt them draw and drown his soul. She stepped back- 
wards again, and this time he moved towards her. Still 
smifing, she retreated, and he came after. She touched 
the rim of the woods, and he suddenly sprang forward 
and sdzed her, holding her to hims^f all warm- and 
breathless, smelling of leaves and oak-bark. He did 
not move for some time, just held her there against him, 
while in his heart stirred a pain which seemed fufilment 
itself. 

He did not look at her, though he was conscious of 
every line of her body as it leaned against him. He looked 
away at the sea under its indigo haze, at the tamarisked 
slope of the Gringer blocking against the sun. Lifting 
her head, she saw the stem lines of his mouth above her, 
which seemed to hurt her with their hardness, just as the 
ever-tightening grip of his hands on her shoulders bruised 
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her flesh. Then at last his eyes answered hers, drooped 
and glowed. His face came nearer hers, softened, trans- 
fig^ured, stooping towards her while his arms bent her 
back. It was almost as if with his arms he sought to 
withhold her from his lips. Then suddenly his mouth 
was on her own. . . . 

Voices in the wood made them draw apart. 

"You must come again," she whispered. 

"Yes . . . yes," he cried eagerly, his eyes worship- 
IMog her as she stood before him in her flushed and happy 
disorder. 

She reflected a moment. He himself had lost the power 
of thinking and planning ; he trembled like a boy. 

"To-morrow at the Slide — at twelve — can you be 
there?" 

"Yes." 

"You'll come?" she repeated, not sure if he under- 
stood, for there was something new and stupid about 
him. 

"Yes, ril come." 

He was scarcely thinking of her words, but of her 
only, . and in a sudden madness of hunger he defied the 
hurrying voices in the wood, and caught her in his arms 
again. In the kisses he gave her then there seemed to 
him something exalted, something much more than either 
him or her, almost as if he had overtaken and seized at 
last that flitting dream which had always run ahead of 
his desires. 

As for her, she knew only that she held him. 

§ 12 

It was not till late that evening that Monypenny came 
to his senses. 'Hie process began during dinner — sitting 
alone at the polished mahogany table, with its reflections 
of silver and glass, while his man moved discreetly behind 
him. It was then that the adventure began to look en- 
tirely mad. He revisualised it, and suddenly laughed, the 
laugh passing into a shudder of horror. Gkxxl Lord ! 
what had he done with his life ? Bent it, t wlisted it, made 
out of its flowing lines something crooked and meretrici- 
ous. And yet, mixed with this reactionary criticism, 
lingered still a choking sense of sweetiless, sometimes 
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merely latent in his self-reproach, sometimes over- 
powering* it and sweeping* him back helpless into the past, 
to stand between the woods and the sea with a woman's 
heart beating- against his own. 

His servant put the ix>rt on the table and left the room. 
It was filled with dusk, a thick mysterious twilight that 
seemed to hang like a film about the middle rose-bowl, 
gathering* up its perfume and spilling it into the shadows. 
The man's figure sat blocked ag"ainst the window, motion- 
less, like some black Pacific g^od. He was thinking, and 
stumbling strangely among^ his thoughts. Half of him 
was praying for help to his surroundings, half of him 
harked back to French Landing", smelling" the sea, and 
the leaves in the hair of Morgan le Fay. . . . 

He drank some port — it seemed to help him. It was 
the very colour and spirit of mahog^any, the concentrated 
essence of his house. He knew now that he was awaken- 
ing* from the dream, his past life no longer seemed cut 
off from Mm by one mad moment. The more he thougtit 
of it the madder it seemed. And the consequences . . . 
he drained another g'lass of port. He had promised to 
meet her to-morrow,, at the Slide; the chief Alderman, the 
future Mayor, of Marlingfate had an assignation with a 
nursery governess. He always called Morgan that when 
he wanted to escape from her, knowing- that she was as 
much one as a changeling- fairy would be, a puck or a 
goblin put by curiosity or enchantment into the place. 
She was no governess, and he was no Alderman — they 
were man and woman tog-ether. Curse it, there he was 
back again! Running* round and round this one little 
circle like a goat on a stake. 

He was a fool. What other man, he wondered, would 
have been so easily caught? It was his utter inexperience 
of women that had put him so helplessly into her hands. 
She had used no art, no subtlety, no special skill — she 
had crudely and vulgarly thrown herself at his head. Any 
man with the slightest knowledge of women would have 
laughed at her. He had been an easy prey — a fledgling, 
and she had him in her claws. 

And yet — he was back under the Gringer, his arms 
were round her, his mouth closed on the sweetness of 
her lips. 

He spoke plainly to himself. This was a case of mere 



} 



Morgan le Fay 79 



sexual attraction. His masculinity had been starved and 

, had snatched at the morsel offered him. How could he 

J expect to feel any real love for a woman he had met so 
seldom and under such unfavourable circumstances, who 
was worlds apart from him in taste and conduct and 

, character and position? It was merely the healthy, hungry 
young- man in him crying out to the healthy, satisfying 
young woman in her. Yet he could not forget the exalta- 
tion of soul that had come to him as he held her, that 

} sense of possessing all things from the ground under his 
feet to the sky a^t>ove his head, of having" reached out at 
last beyond the illusion of hlis desires and grasped that 
reality for which he had always unconsciously striven. 

He rose from the table and went across to the window. 
Outside lights werei beg'inning" to dot and twinkle. He 
heard the rattle of a cart on the road, he heard a faint 

\ stir of movement coming from the High Street, over which 

I hung a flushed haze of lamps. Then musiic floated towards 

I him from a house close by — dance music; with its faint 
tinkle it seemed to entice him back into the life of Marlin- 
gate, the balls and assemblies, concerts and routs. He 
tiiought of the Marine Parade swinrniing" with colours and 

' lights, of the Assembly Room like a crystal box, of the 
Town Hall with its crockets and spires, of the water- 
works a-building", the Marine Gardens and Town Park 

^ that were to be. . . . 

I He would be a fool if he lost Marling^ate for the sake 

of a passing: impulse towards Morgan Wells. Hlis love 
was a spark, a flash, and would die, while Marlingate 

' remained to reproach him. He tried to picture Morgan 
as his wife. No memories of her occasional stateliness 
could hide her catastrophic unfitness. The marriage would 

^ be simply disastrous. His career would be blasted and 

' the future of Marlingate with it. 

Then anger suddenly possessed hlim. How dared she? 
He was hot with fury when he thought how calmly she 

, had brushed aside the town, sweeping it carelessly away 
^s a thing of naught, offering herself in its stead. Did 
^e realise the effrontery of that substitution? Did she 
know that if he took her he lost Marlingate? Did she 

I care if she knew? Damn her! She set a price on 
"^rself, weighed herself in the balance with Marlingate, 
^nd tipped the town to the beam. She was like a child. 
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jauntily offering- him a bunch of leaves in exchange for 
all that was real and solid and settled in his life. 

Already the viisiion at the Gringer was growing dim — 
or rather assuming a strang^e flatness, like some picture, 
apart from himself, a mere image of something that could 
scarcely be. Marlingate lay between him and the east- 
ward cliffs, cutting him off with its dear substantiality 
from the land of illusion and spells. He must never go 
back there, where the woods met the sea. In spiite of his 
civic honours and experience, he was still too young to 
venture unscathed into Luthany. 

He remembered the tryst at the Slide. He must keep 
that, but only to destroy the rest. He would tell her all 
that he had found in his own heart, repeat to her the 
arguments that Marlingate had used against her. With 
his queer ignorance of woman, which no intercourse with 
wometi seemed able to dispel, he expected her to follow 
his reasoning and come to his conclusions. Anyhow, she 
was going to Scotland in a day or two. It was only a 
question of resisting her now. Sooo half the kingdom 
would divide them, and when she came b^ck she would 
have forgotten, and he would be safe. He probably 
would not see her again till October, and by then the spell 
would have vanished. It was fading now — only a faint 
memory seemed to linger, like spindrift on the air. 

§ 13 

The Slide was an old smugglers' haunt like French 
Landing, and the first of those valleys that scoop the 
cliffs between Marlingate and the Stussels, where the 
high ground crumbles slo\^y into Romney Marsh. There 
was ^ little wood, as at French Landing, and a sea-goings 
stream, but the hollow lay cracked wide open to the 
Channel, and the salt winds plunged up it, twisting the 
oaks, which the brined fogs had dwarfed, so that with 
their gnarled and crooked tranches, all leeward blown, 
they were like hands lifted from the earth in a goblin 
prayer. They grew out of tangles of gforse and black- 
berry, sprawling pignut and spiney rushes. Above them 
rose the westward slope of the Gringer, crested with the 
sheep-nibbled mounds of an old British camp. 

Monypenny looked up at it as he came down All Hoi- 
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land Hill towards the Slide. He did not allow his eyes 
(o rake the valley ia case they saw what might weaken 
his heart. He was still unfaltering in lus resolve. His 
waking- had confirmed the evening's sanity — French Land- 
ing was now just aa impossible dream, a picture he had 
seen, a song he had heard. . . . He piled up the morn- 
ing's work between him and its madness. The post had 
biought him a mass of correspondence, all relating to 
borough aifairs. There was something profoundly settling 
and soothing in the Town Clerk's formal announcement 
<rf a Council meeting on Tuesday — in a memorandum from 
Wastel on the matter of renaming the Gut's Mouth, whose 
piesent name was said to give (rftence to genteel-minded 
visitors^in a letter from V idler about the America 
Ground, enclosing a communication frcnn the Commissi(»i 
of Woods and Forests, who proposed inspecting the place. 
He had read everything slowly, making notes of his 
replies, smacking the bwoug-h savour. It was all sweet 
and sane and passionless, smooth and solid as its own 
stucco, imposing and pompous as its own Aldermen, as 
far from romance as the Town ^^^from the Gringer, 

He had ended by cramming ^Hwhole mass into his 
pccket — its munkipal character ^d the borough arms 
stamped all over it seemed to give it magic powers of 
support. It was a counter-spell that he carried against 
the enchantments of Morgan le Fay. 

She wai » far off he saw her 

standing w aks, its warped and 

flattened br her like fingers. It 

was charac e first — she was at 

<Mice too cl ) wild for coquetry. 

Besides, a f at Marlingate had 

no need tc leapen her favours. 

Directly sh ard to meet him, a 

sudden and i of yesterday, with 

her sea-blue dress and brown fate, and lips like red bryony 
berries. 

Then suddenly she stopped and ' stood pmsed and un- 
certain, her brightness clouded, for she saw his arms stiff 
at itis side and his eyes once more ocJd and municipal. 

" Edward ! " 

He started at the name. No one had called him any- 
thing but Monypenny for years. 
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"Edward . . . What is the matter? You've chang"ed." 

He suddenly wished that he had not come, that he 
had left Ms unkept tryst to tell her of his unfaithfulness. 
Yet to what had he been unfaithful? Not to her, but to 
an impulse, to a moment. He fingfered the Town Qerk's 
letter in his pocket, and spoke with all the stiffness of 
embarrassment. 

"I haven't changed. I never really was what you 
saw yesterday. Now I'm just myself again." 

She stared at him as if she could not understand. 

" Miss Wells, I want to explain thing's to you — I want 
you to see " 

Her eyes were fixed upon him. They were of a strange 
amber colour, like the water that collects under dead 
leaves. A sudden pain tore open his heart and twisted 
his tongue out of lits formalities. 

" For God's sake, help me a little ! Don't stare at me 
like that — say something — don't you see how difficult 
it is? " 

But she was like ^stricken animal, dumb, with star- 
ing, pleading eyes. 1^ had to go on speaking to spare 
them both the torture. JF silence. 

" I want to tell you how sorry I am. I quite lost my 
head yesterday, and did and said things I was ashamed 
of as soon as I had time to think them over." 

" Ashamed of loving me ! " 

"No — ^no — ^no ! Ashan^d because I didn't love you, 
because I gave way to an impulse. You were like a flood 
to me. Oh, forgive me ! . . . But you no more really 
wanted me than I really wanted vou. We've nothing in 
common — and it wouldn't be faS|^ you any more than 
to me if we went on as we begaj^ 

Strange to say, her side of tEg question had nevier 
struck him before. He had been ^piged by her cunning, 
her recklessness, her effrontery ; rie had heard only the 
voice of Marlingate accusing her. 

"You can't really care for me," he continued, trying 
to salve her self-respect, for he was feeling a new pity 
for this poor littlie thing who sought to measure herself 
against his town. "You don't care for me — you just 
want to make a new interest. But it's a dangerous .game 
in a town like this ; people would " 

"I don't care about people, and I'm not playing a 
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game, as you call it. I love you, and Vm not ashamed 
. of it as you are. I love you, and I don't mind who 
7 knows it." 

"But I don*t think you can realise what it would 
mean if you married me. Do you feel you could endure 
, being an Alderman's wife — perhaps a Mayor's wife in a 
year or two? " 

"I don't ask you to marry me — spoil your career. 

I'll be anything" you like " 

' " Husii ! " cried Mociypenny, intensely shocked. 

"Yes — ril be your slave. Only let me love you. You 
can throw me over when you get tired of me. I don't 

ask you to " 

"Will you be quiet ! " cried Monypenny. "What do 
you take me for? " 

Morgan looked at him rather bitterly out of her slant- 
i ing eyes. 

"Then give up all those stuffy old things and marry 
^ me." 

"Give them up! I couldn't." 

She was unconsciously fighting the town's battle 
against herself by the way she ramped and plunged and 
tore her way throug-h all his most quickset conventions 
and ideals. She kicked aside the town and the decalogue 
with equal disrespect. He need not have troubled to salve 
, her pride — she evidently had none, or if she had it was 
of that undisciplined, primitive kind which is not sus- 
ceptible to ordinary humiliations. 

"Oh, Edward, I could make you so happy — I could 
show you such wonderful things. Come away with me — 
we'll go into the country or to foreign places. We'll 
get away from this horrible Marlingate, which is sucking 
all the spirit out of you. You're only a boy, really — ^the 
boy I love — ^and Marlingate is turning you into a stuffy, 
middle-aged old " 

"I think that's enough," said Monypenny. He re- 
sented her insults of her rival as much as if that rfval 
had been made of flesh and blood instead of bricks and 
mortar. The uneasy truth that lay in her words only 
made them more outrageous. 

It was lucky for him that his enchantress was yet so 
young, so clumsy, so unskilled in mag'ic. She saw that 
she had only one spell left — the spell <3f French Landing. 
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During the half malignant silence which fell on them then 
she had crept towards him, drcx>ping like a wild hyacinth 
in her blue gown. Then suddenly she flung her body 
straight, flung back her head, her arms were round him 
soft and strong as fox-glove stalks, and her hair, falling 
loose, trailed on his lips till he tasted it sweet as syllabub. 

But her contact was no snare, as it had been at French 
Landing; strange to say, that part of the adventure 
seemed to have died, and was buried far away on the 
other side of the Gringer. Instead he felt only a strange 
and intense pity. Pity and sorrow and the pain of her 
beauty filled his throat and made the tears blur his eyes. 
He put up his hands to hers and tried to loose them, and 
all the time the tears in his eyes gathered and grew till 
they spilled over. Her instinct seemed to tell her that 
his weakness was not her triumph, that these strange 
tears were not shed for his defeat, but for his victory. 
It was as 'if the vanquished boy in him wept o^er the 
victorious Alderman. . . . She relaxed her clasp of him 
and sank down into the pool of her spread gown. 

He sat down beside her, hugging his knees. For some 
moments they sat in silence, and in that silence they were 
just boy and girl together, weeping because life was cruel 
and had beaten them. The next minute he would be an 
Alderman again, and she would be a governess; but at 
present they were just a boy and a g'irl sitting and crying 
together in the tangles of the Slide. The magic still 
hung over them. ... 

Then it broke, scattering like the webs of the night 
which the sunrise melts off the grass. The Alderman 
stood up, and shamefully wiped his eyes; and then, with- 
out looking at the governess, walked away. 

He went resolutely up All Holland Hill. Once he 
thought he heard her coming after him, but it was only 
the wind whiffling through the gorse clumps and 
yarrow. There was something like a stone in his breast 
when he thought of her, but he did not think of her often, 
for his thoughts were mixed with shame — shame for her, 
shame for himself, shame for the adventure of passion 
and pity, which was dead, walled up and buried in bricks 
and mortar like an old-time rebel against established 
sanctuaries. 



CHAPTER III 

CLIMBING STREETS 



It passed ; it became like a dream. The lock of his 
arms about Morgan le Fay, the seduction of her lips 
under his, g-rew vague, fantastical, an orgie of memory, 
almost of imagination. At the bottom of his heart it 
had undoubtedly left a sediment, a certain painful rich- 
ness. Monypenny was too vital to escape the sentence 
of that law which decrees that experience shall always 
work a sharper life and death. But the dream was put 
away into the past where it belonged, it never troubled 
the present with its intrusions or sent its shadow dark- 
ling along the future. 

He had not seen her since he left her at the Slide. 
For two days he had furtively scanned the distances of 
the town, but nothing* happened, and on the third day 
the Beckets left for Scotland. He was safe, and he won- 
dered how he could ever have risked his dear safety and 
freedom, the prop and the expanse of his endeavour. 
He had been a fool, he had behaved like any foolish, hot 
young man to whom a girl is a better prize than a city. 
Now he was sane — he had escaped beyond the outposts of 
his passion, those dim unrests and windy questionings 
which had- troubled his peace even before the day of 
French Landing. Never again would he let a woman 
snare him. He might see the reality and wisdom of love 
for those who had no other calling, but he had conse- 
crated himself to more enduring things, and he would 
never forget how for one moment love had made him 
stagger before his ambition, risk its glories for the magic 
of a girl's eyes and lips, and unsubstantial things of 
wind and sea. 

He turned back to Marlingate as a man who has left 
his work. to watch from the window an organ-grinder 
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with a performing monkey turns to his desk again and 
wonders what made him such a fool as to waste his time. 
The town wias in the full flower of its summer season. 
Day by day the band played in the Moorish kiosk on the 
Parade, and round it trailed crinolines and parasols, 
velvet coats and white top-hats, like marionettes oo a 
string. . . . 

Becket Grove was now nearly finished, and so well 
let that Monypenny planned continuing it and joining it 
to Rye Lane by a short terrace. The big villas were also 
growing, and Lady Cockstreet had taken one for next 
season. From Gun Garden House the woods had ebbed 
away, cut off by red-brick walls, asphalt pavements and 
the beginnings of roads as yet all muddy and slabbed. 
At the other end of the town the sea was held back by 
the glistening white battlements of the Parade. Up and 
down and to and fro promenaded the crinolines and 
parasols, velvet coats and white top-hats. People thought 
far more of the Parade and the band than they thought 
of the sea as it lay remote beyond the shingle, hunted 
over by shadows. 

The summer passed, and after a few months the winter 
season blossomed sunnily out of the bleakness oi autumn. 
A cosmic regularity was establishing itself in Marlin- 
gate, there was no leaping progress, no sudden discover- 
ing and overwhelming of the town, but a steady, sober 
increase of popularity. It was not likely that Marlingate 
would ever be the size of Eastbourne, let alone Brighton ; 
a couple more groves and a crescent or two would accom- 
modate its residency, and when an hotel had been built 
to relieve the slightly congested inns and lodging-houses, 
its birds of passage would be roosted too. That the town 
should become widely known as a select watering-place 
was the aim of the Town Coundil ; that it should be beauti- 
ful beyond the measure of all other watering-places was 
the aim of Monypenny. There was a quaint Fragon- 
ardish touch in his conception — he saw the revels on Mar- 
lingate beach conducted with the dainty strutting pic- 
turesqueness of an eighteenth century jjastoral canvas. 
He was as eager as Pelham or Wastel for the place to 
be high-class and genteel, but gentility was not for him 
as it was for them — mamma in her silk Paisley shawl 
seated between her daughters listening to the " Bohemian 
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Girl" overture — but spmethmg" aljltogether more arch, 
delicate and laced, samething frilled and iridescent, 
which hovered like a spell over the hoops and shawls 
of mamma and her daughters, as Fragonard*s art cast 
magic on the smock of the village shepherdess. 

During the autumn Monyi)enny had heard little of 
Becket, whom now he uneasily expected back. He re- 
sented the fact that he was uneasy, and his resentment 
barbed itself against Becket, who he felt was responsible 
for lit by sudd^ly wrapping himself in secrecy. He had 
left Scotland, and was now in London, but Monypenny's 
last letter to him stayed unanswered, and his house on the 
Coney Banks was sublet to a retired Colonel and his 
genteel unmarried; daughters. 

What would happen if Becket came back and Miss 
Wells, in her mad, challenging blue gown walked down 
the High Street some day in December? Would the 
woods and the sea rush back to Marlingate and engulf it 
as they had done in June? Would the Mayor and Cor- 
poration become so many blocks of stone and the borough 
minutes so many tons of waste paper, while the chief 
Alderman danced on the cliff to the piping of a faliry ? . . . 

Monypenny pulled up his thoughts with a jerk. All 
that was over, if, indeed, it had ever been. He now had 
himself in hand, he knew his perils, and all he had to do 
was to secure himself against inner treacheries. As time 
passed he told himself more and more decidedly that it was 
the suppressed instincts of his manhood that had betrayed 
him, and would always betray him if he did not turn 
them to better work, playing him into the hands of any 
woman who was sharp enough to gauge his weakness, as 
she had been — that monkey. He was not afraid of him- 
self now — he could tackle the forces within just as he 
could tackle those without. Something infinitely great 
called him out of himself, so that he had no need to 
crucify his nature, but simply to leave it behind. He was 
no ascetic sourly mortifying the flesh, but a philosopher 
enthusiastically ignoring it. 

Then on the morning of the Christmas Assembly a 
letter came from Becket. As Monypenny read it he ex- 
perienced an odd nervous shock, due to the revelation 
of a trickiness in fate which up till now he had seldom 
thought of and never experienced. After a characteristi- 
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cally long-winded opening of formalities and apologies 
came : 

"I have, however, a respectable excuse, for this last 
week has been filled with a happiness and excitement I 
had little reason to expect again at my years. In brief, 
I have ventured to repeat the happiness I once enjoyed 
in wedded life. Even last summer you may have noticed 
my growing regard for my young kinswoman, Morgan 
Wells, so perhaps it will not come as a great surprise to 
you to hear that I married her at our parish church last 
week, and have just returned from Cheltenham, where 
we spent our honeymoon, the shortness of which I hope to 
atone for in more propitious weather. The fact that my 
dear wife is a relation of the first Mrs. Becket makes our 
union all the more blessed to me. During her brief 
visits to Marlingate you had an opportunity to appreciate 
her charm, elegance and warmth of heart. The children 
are delighted that one to whom they are so deeply and 
deservedly attached shoyld become their mamma. I have 
kept the matter private until our return to Eaton Square, 
but have now written and apprised the Leo and the Arthur 
Hurdicotts as well as yourself. Unfortunately, I cannot 
look forward to a meeting in the near future, as my wife 
finds that the air of Marlingate does not agree with her — 
indeed, for some constitutions it may be a trifle too brac- 
ing — and I have promised her that our country excur- 
sions shall be to Cheltenham for this year. However, 
you may be assured of my practical interest in the town 
and its affairs, and I hope you may find it convenient to 
communicate with me frequently as to Sts progress." 

Monypenny laughed. 

The situation appealed to his sense of humour. So 
Becket had been caught where he had escaped. What 
an old fool Becket was ! — mating ridiculously at forty- 
five with a governess girl, only three years after the loss 
of the wife he had sworn unsupplantable and unforgettable. 
He remembered a certain conversation on the Coney 
Banks and laughed again. 

Then he hoped that the Hurdicotts would not be 
driven out of Marlingate by this treachery to their l^iti- 
mate stock, but the next moment he had comforted him- 
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self with the thought that the Beckets were not likely to 
be in the town much after this, and anyhow, Marlingate 
now^ had its own grip on the Hurdicotts apart from Cousin 
Hugo. Monypenny laughed again. He laughed because 
he was not worse stricken by the news — indeed, scarcely 
stricken at all. It was odd that he should care so little, 
see only the ridiculous side of the episode after all his 
burnings and questionings. The flesh was a very poor 
thing, after all — ^weak in its holdings, foggy in its mem- 
ories. It had made a fool of Becket, and it had made a 
fool of Monypenny; but Monypenny, unlike Becktet, 
would not be made a fool of twice. As for Morgan, she 
was a minx ; she had snared the old man just as she 
would have snared the young if he had let her. She was 
quite right about the air of Marlingate — it was certainly 
too bracing for a woman of her temperament. Ha, ha ! 
Monypenny laughed again. 



For a little time Marlingate swarmed and hummed 
round the Becket-Wells wedding. Opinion was divided. 
Some blamed him for an old ass, some blamed her for a 
self-serving upstart. All wondered what the Hurdicotts 
felt about the business. There was some heat in the 
discussion at first, but soon the little drama lost interest, 
the two chief actors being off the stage, and Marlingate 
turned to its own scandals for diversion. 

As for Monypenny, he was absorbed in the final throes 
of the America Ground. That business had really been 
settled at last, and the blight on the town's beauty and 
decency was to be removed. The CommissSoner of Woods 
and Forests had inspected the land and come to terms 
with the Corporation. The waste was to be taken by the 
Crown, and notice was given to the inhabitants that they 
must surrender their dwellings after five years. This 
might seem a long time to one whose brain was big with 
a Marine Garden and Aquarium, but Miwiypenny's sense 
of justice accepted the arrangement. He would spend the 
interval in perfecting his plans. Meanwhile he was re- 
lieved to have the matter settled. He had struggled long 
and hard with the callosities and procrastinations of the 
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law, sturdily supported by Vidler, whose sense he had 
come to rely on and appreciate. 

Indeed, a measure of friendship had sprung up between 
these two. Vidler had not the slightest pretensions to 
education or breeding, he was in many ways the roughest 
member of the Town Council and often came to meeting's 
smelling of the blood wSth which his hands were stained 
on Saturday nights; but he entirely lacked the small- 
souled vulgarity of Lewnes, the avarice of Lusted or the 
windiness of Pelham, he was practical and reliable, and 
could understand certain aspects of Monypenny's larger 
aims for Marlingate. The result was that the younger 
man moderately confided in him, and the two made many 
expeditions among the shacks, laying out groves and 
rockeries, erecting belvederes and reclusing seats. 

On their return from one of these rambles Vidler asked 
Monypenny home 'to dinner, which he still had at the un- 
fashionable hour of five. He himself had occasionally 
attended those solemn rituals of hospitality at Gun Garden 
House, when seven or eight gentlemen would sit stiffly 
round the mahogany and stuff themselves to an accom- 
paniment of boneless jx)litics; but Monypenny had never 
been inside the house over the shop in Fish Street, for 
on thei one or two occasions Vidler had invited him to 
take tea it had been drunk, according to local custom, 
on the pavement outside — one of the distorted survivals 
of French habit which in some unchronicled way had 
drifted into the life of the fishing quarter of Marlingate. 

The house was in the thick of the fishing district, 
jammed between two others of such greater height and 
solidity that lit locked like a small nut in the crackers. 
Within it suddenly displayed itself immense — a warren 
of inter-openSng rooms and winding passages, with gulfs 
of cupboards and a false floor or two dating from 
smuggling days. Like all else in that part of Marlingate, 
St was impregnated in every seam with the smell of fish 
and dried spray, so intensely concentrated that the odours 
which now and then drifted up the High Street and caused 
genteel noses to wrinkle were in comparison as the ghost 
to, the body. 

Monypenny was welcomed by Mrs. Vidler and a niece, 
Fanny. The latter was a raw girl of seventeen, with 
red hair, turned-up nose and wide, not unpleasing mouth. 
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She was the daughter of Vidler's only brother, who had 
died leaving* her a good house aiKl a pretty piece of land 
in the parish of Old Rumble just outside the town, where 
she lived with a middle-aged cousin, who was not present 
on this occasion. 

Dinner consisted of a dish of baked herrings, a joint, 
and an old-fashioned sahnagundy, followed by pancakes, 
and washed down with plenty of Sussex ale. Monypenny 
enjoyed himself — the good-humoured casualncss of the 
entertainment was a novelty to one accustomed to be 
formal even at a sea-picnic. Mrs. Vidler was an inter- 
esting woman, shrewd, hard-headed and kind-hearted like 
her husband; she had been bom a Gallop, and spoke 
the fisher-lingo much more noticeably than the Alderman, 
who had spent his boyhood in the west end of the town 
and had only recently set up shop among the herring- 
nets. Fanny was not very talkative, but grinned much, 
displaying her good white teeth. What struck Mony- 
penny most about these women, especially Mrs. Vidler, 
was their interest in Marlingate and acquaintance with 
the most trivial details of its progress ; he was particularly 
impressed by the fact that they were as anxious for it 
to be kept quiet and select as if they had been Hurdicotts 
of Graveley. 

"We doan't want no * Ramsgate Beach ' hereabouts," 
said Mrs. Vidler. ^ "You know the picture? They've a 

. print of it up at the Maidenhood, all performing mice and 
rabbits and niggers dancing to the bones. Them rarees 
aun't fur us — what we want is boco quality, and what 
quality wants is boco fresh sea air, and batMng, and 
sweet music. I'm fur none of those folly shows; they 
bring the wrong foalkses down." 

"Well, it's the Alderman here as has kept off all that," 
said Vidler. "There's some in the Town Council as 'ud 
like to see us all scrambled up on the beach so as you 
couldn't get a bat into the cracks, as 'ud rather see a 
lot o' second-class folk gaping in at their . third-class 
shop winders than those fine ladies and gentlemen sitting 

, elegant on the Parade and listening to the band. When 

r we wur speaking of the Town Park last Corporation meet- 
ing, Alderman Lewnes he ups and asks why we shudn't 

^ spend the money on a Pier instead — a Pier, mark you ! 
and have all the Margate rowdies in with their banjos." 
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" Lor' ! " said Fanny. 

Monypenny sat wondering how far the attitude of these 
people was a reflection of Ms own,^ to what extent he had 
stamped his image on the town, till the whole pulled as 
from one motive towards one goal. He remembered that 
at the beginning the concepts of his associates had been 
hazy and their activities scattered ; it gave him a proud 
thrill to realise how much he had been able to clarify and 
co-ordSnate, to think that it was his brain and effort 
which had made the town what it was, not only throug-h 
their own direct achievement, but through the glorious 
indirectness of their dominion over others — so that he 
'was in fact as well as in spirit the builder of Marlingate, 
a Briareus fifty-headed and hundred-armed. 

After dinner he and Vidler went into a little back room, 
Which was the latter 's privacy. Here Mrs. Vidler brought 
them a tray of rum and Barbadoes water, while she and 
Fanny retired to take tea. Vidler asked Monypenny what 
he thought of Fanny. 

A very pleasant girl — quiet and capable-looking." 
I am glad you like her, and I tell you she's all you 
think. She has a valiant property, too, up at Old 
Rumble.'* 

" Yes — her land touches mine on the north, and I have 
crossed it once or twice." 

" You should go over it. Fanny 'ud be delighted, and 
'ud ask you to drink tea afterwards at Old Rumble House. 
I cud see at dinner that she'd taken a fancy to you." 

"Ah," said Monypenny uninterestedly. 

"I suppose," continued Vidler, "that it has never 
occurred to you what a happy thing it 'ud be fur Marlin- 
gate if the two estates wur to be joined — ^there's a pretty 
lot of building ground up at Old Rumble, you cud run a 
couple o' streets along there and a square. Fanny's a 
good girl and 'ud like nothing better than to lay out her 
land fur the town's advantage, and as I've said before 
I can plainly see as she's taken a fancy to you." 

" I 've never thought of the matter, " said Monypenny, 
"and I'm sure it's out of the question." 

"Well, of course you know your own business best, 
but I couldn't help suggesting it like. It wur Mr. 
Becket's wedding as put it into my head, and I thought 
as I'd ask Fanny down fur you to have a look at. But, 
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bless you, there aun't no offence — of course the gal aun't 
bom your equal, though she's plenty of nuwiey, and her 
mother wur a lot above us Vidlers." 

"I am making no reflection on her," said Mony penny 
stiffly. "I have not the slightest incfination to marry, 
and shall probably never do so." 

Vidler was wise enough to change the subject, and 
they spoke of town matters till Monypenny went home. 

That night, however, the question revived in the young 
man's brain. He could not ignore the fact that Vidler 
had made an exceedingly practical suggestion. If he 
meant to marry, it would be diplomatic to marry locally, 
and Fanny, though not exactly his equal in birth, was 
well connected municipally and socially, and had the 
further advantages of a fortune and an estate. She 
seemed a good girl, too, and would be easy to live with. 
Also, if he married, he told himself, he would be definitely 
secured against such follies as that which had nearly 
ruined him nine months ago. A nice comfortable little 
wife, and a child or 4:wo ... 

Bah I All that was in him of the adventurer and the 
explorer resented such a commonplace assumption of a 
yoke. If he must marry he would marry romantically, 
on a scale worthy of his life work for Marlingate. But 
there was no rh^ reason why he should marry at all; he 
prized his celibacy — its dignity, its freedom, its immunity 
from domestic cares and intrusions. He was not like 
other men, craving for warmth and love ; he was strong 
enough to stand aloof from the soft things of life in his 
pursuit of the great. He had civic rather than domestic 
instincts. It is true that he had been mad once, but that 
was another Monypenny, a changelSng who by some sf)ell 
had been freakishly set in his place for a few wild moments 
at French Landing, but now merely haunted the woods 
which day by day Marlingate drove further from its 
streets. 

§ 3 

The next five years were crowded and progressive, 
according to the sedate manner of Marlingate's crowds 
and progresses. Becket Grove was finished up to its 
latest connection with Rye Lane, which Monypenny had 
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called Lewnes Road — -half in scornful acceptance of a hint 
from his fellow alderman, half in fiery remembrance of 
that triumphal Star, whose rays were Bonaparte's mar- 
shals, streaming from the central greatness. 

The Rye Lane villas were finished and let, and houses 
had sprung up on the London Road outside the Warrior's 
Gate, driving the woods still farther back into the weald. 
On the Marine Parade the Marine Hotel had opened, and 
was full of the elect. The waterworks and drainage 
system had been finished long ago, also the repairing and 
relighting of the streets. Marlingate was now complete 
as to essentials, and had only to be stroked and caressed 
into further ornament. 

There was by this time plenty of money in the town, 
allowing a free hand to its improvers. The tide of visitors 
had not increased — ^about the same number of people came 
down every year, either summer or winter — hut, on the 
other hand, the residents had increased enormously. From 
one or two pioneers in Becket Grove or the newer Coney 
Bank houses they had come to fill a residential hinter- 
land, which, with Becket Grove as its backbone, ribbed 
east and west from the London Road to Rye Lane. These 
were the people who brought the town its prosperity, as 
they not only spent money more substantially than the 
visitors but paid rates and taxes and provided an aristo- 
cratic background to the bourgeois if picturesque High 
Street and Fish Street. Their carriages rolled elegantly 
up and down the Marine Parade, and their private 
entertainments filled gaps in the succession of balls and 
concerts at the Assembly Room. They remarkably 
encouraged local trade — shops became suddenly double- 
fronted, diamond-panes flourished into plate-glass, 
fashionable London goods were no longer mere objects 
of curiosity and contemplation. 

Monypenny saw that it was politic to put the residents 
before the visitors when making plans for the town. This 
was one reason why he steadfastly opposed the Pier 
scheme brought forward by Lewnes and Lusted. A Pier 
would spoil the sea-front, and attract undesirable ex- 
cursionists from less genteel towns — far better spend the 
Corporation's money on gardens and parks, or houses of 
the superior kind. From the same motive he fought the 
constantly recurring demand for shoj>s on the Parade, 
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also an occasional proposal for streets of small houses 
to attract residents of lesser means. He told the Boroug-h 
Council that quality, not quantity, must be their watdir 
word. He felt that lit would be a mistake to increase 
Marlingate's size to any great extent, and he had no wish 
to attract lower-middle class residents. It was not size, 
noise, or numbers that he wanted, but beauty, aristocracy 
and peace. There were Margates and Southends enough 
in England — he wanted Marlingate to stand alone, an 
achievement apart from other seaside towns. 

He was supported by the Town Council — even though 
Lewnes and Lusted might blunder in with coarse, cheese- 
smelling sug^gestions, they could nearly always be oon- 
viinced of their inexpediency. Pelham, Wastel, Vidler, 
Breeds, Bond, and one or two of the new residents who 
had been elected on the Council and Town Committee 
were whole-heartedly on Mony penny's side. 

Becket, during* these years, came seldom to Marlin- 
gate, and his family not at all. But his name remained 
on the Town Committee, and he continued to be generous 
from a distance, always ready to contribute to Borough 
improvements, and liberally financing the development of 
the Gun Garden estate. When he was in the town, whlich 
was never more than a day or two at a time, he stayed 
at the Marine Hotel. Sometimes Monypenny asked after 
Mrs. Becket, and was told that she was well, but pre- 
ferred an inland spa to Marlingate, having* friends at 
Cheltenham, with whom she spent much of her time. He 
had also taken her abroad, and lit appeared that she was 
a success in Eaton Square, where she entertained dis- 
criminating-ly at her husband's house. Becket confided 
to Monypenny that the Hurdicotts stiill treated him with 
coldness, but that they had thawed considerably during 
the last year or two, and he was not without hopes of 
a complete reconciliation. 

Somehow the news made Monypenny rather hot and 
sore — ^he had liked to dwell on the ineligibility of Morgfan 
Wells, and here she was showing- herself surprisingly 
capable of social dig^ty, and becoming her new position. 
He remembered her stateliness at the ball — after all, even 
in those far-off days he mig'ht have seen. . . . "She's 
a wonderful woman," said Becket in the tone that he used 
to keep for the virtues of his first wlife. 
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§ 4 

The Town Park was the crown of Monypenny*s 
ambition for Marlingate. It would not be the last item 
in the plan of general improvement— circumstances pushed 
the Marine Gardens to a later date, but it should be the 
chief. It was admirably in line with that formal streak 
which ran through all his aims. Just as he had once 
wanted to gather up all the red and black riot of the 
town into one long gleaming frontage, as obstinately 
stuck to his Marine Parade as any worshipper of Brighton 
and the Steyn, so he wanted now to clip the wind-shuttled 
thickets of the Wilderness into a paradisal trimness. But 
in his desire was nothing banal or Philistine. His Park 
was a dream just as his Parade had been, a thing of 
unseizable beauty like the other. 

"I can give you only the carcass of what you want," 
said Decimus Figg, when he was consulted. He was a 
rising man now, no longer the cheap convenient creature 
the Corporation used half-contemptuously to employ ; but 
Monypenny had insisted on retaining him in spite of 
subdued clamours for someone less expensive. 

"It's the same as with the Marine Parade at the 
beginning," continued the architect; "I knew then you 
had in your mind something which I could never give 
you." * 

"How d*you mean?" asked Monypenny. They were 
sitting in the study at Gun Garden House, smoking cigars 
and drinking marsala, with a litter of plans before them. 
They were now friends, or as near friends as anyone ever 
came to be with Monypenny. 

"Well, the fact is, you're too much of a dreamer for 
this job." 

"I don't understand you quite. Am I not practical? " 

"Yes — quite practical. It's rather difficult to explain 
what I mean. You see it's like this — usually when people 
ask me to design a Town Park or a Town Hall, I know 
I can satisfy 'em. As long as the thing is practical, and 
not too ugly, or ugly in the way they want, I know it will 
come up to their expectations. But I know that nothing 
I can design will come up to yours. I can please you, 
but I can't satisfy you — see? " 

Monypenny was silent for a moment, then he asked : 
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"What makes you think so? " 

"Nothing- particular — -it comes out in your attitude. 
There's something* about you — it*s very difficult to 
describe, and you probably think me an idiot — that shows 
me you're the wrong man for this job." 

Monypenny was startled. 

"You're the first to tell me that." 

"I'm quite sure I am." 

"Do you mean that I'm wasting myself on my work 
or that my work is wasted on me? " 

"Neither. But youVe getting so doosid emotional 
over it." 

"You think I should have some more definitely artistic 
means of expression? " 

"That's partly the idea. Marlingate isn't big* enough 
for you." 

"What could I find bigger?" 

"That I can't say — that's for you to find out. But 
I'm sure you shouldn't go on pouring all your emotions 
into a town. You need some kind of art — I don't know 
which kind : it may be music, or poetry, or perhaps a 



woman." 



"A woman ! " 

"Yes, why not? Some men are born poets and some 
musicians, and some, though only a few, are bom lovers." 

"Then you look upon love as a department of art. I 
should have called it nature." 

"Not a bit. Desire is natural, but love is the artistic 
culmination of desire, just as poetry is the artistic 
culmination of speech — and real love is about as rare as 
real poetry." 

Monypenny smiled. 

"Surely if I had been born to anything beyond this I 
should have discovered it by now." 

"Hardly — since from your boyhood youVe shut your- 
self up in streets and told yourself they were the universe. 
I don't know what you were bom for, but I know — ^by a 
dozen tokens — that you were bom for something better 
than this. You were born to be an artist or a lover." 

Monypenny stood up, to end the conversation, which 
had begun to annoy him. 

"My dear Figg, I was bom to be Mayor of 
Marlingate." 
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§5 , 

For some months there were murmurs in the town about 
Mony penny's possible acceptance of the mayoralty. 
Hitherto he had declined the office, first on account o£ his 
youth, later because it had seemed cumbrous and 
unnecessary to his object. Pelham, who after a year of 
Wastel and another of Breeds, had returned to power, 
was absolutely the right man for the job — suave, 
impressive, inactive, the ideal figurehead. Mony penny 
had always ruled the town in practice, so had been quite 
content to leave it to others in theory. But now Pelham 
spoke of resignation. Mony penny suggested that his son, 
who was like him in many ways, should be asked to 
succeed him, but Robert had just married a wife and 
declined the honour for that scriptural reason. Then 
there was talk of Lewnes. Lewnes was popular on the 
Town Council, and the only man who had it in him to be 
a municipal power alter the manner of Mony penny ; not 
that he had his brains or width of enterprise, but he had 
horns and hide — a strong push and a thick skin — which 
sometimes answer just as well.. He let it be known that 
he would gladly take office if he had the chance. 
Monypenny resolved he should never have that chance, 
and the best way to prevent it was to take it himself. 

But this was not his only reason for coming forward. 
He saw he had reached that stage in his career when the 
office would be an added dignity, and one which would 
neither clc^ nor stale him. As Mayor his unofficial 
headship of Marlingate would receive municipal sanction ; 
he came forward to receive the benediction of the town as 
a bridegroom to receive the benediction of the Church. 
His love wanted that much of sanctification. 

He also saw that there was a widespread demand for 
him to take office. He was popular among the visitors 
and among the residents old and new. The exact reason 
for his popularity would be hard to define — he was aloof, 
formal, oddly ungracious, autocratic, and yet he was liked 
by almost everyone with whom he came in contact socially 
or municipally. The cause lay doubtless in the double 
sense of trust and respect which he inspired among his 
associates In borough enterprise, and the becoming veil 
of mystery which graced Bim in social matters. It was 
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the entire absence of anything romantic ^ich had made 
him a figure of romance to visiting young ladies — no one 

, could be so cloudily renK>te from th^ vital matters of love 
without having a secret history packed with their activi- 

. ties. His rather saturnine good looks, his manner with 
women, both stiif and courtly, won him the good graces 
of those who were weary of the easy accessibility of most 
of his sex, just as his solid and solemti hospitality won 
him the approval of their husbands and fathers. He was 
undoubtedly as much the chief figure of Marlingate from 
the social as from the civic point of view, his spiritual 
remoteness balancing the effect of that odd boyish 
greediness for festivity and brightness which contrasted 
so strangely with his hermit-like habits at Gun Garden 
House. 

That same remoteness served him well on the Town 
Council, for though it stimulated the respect and trust 
with which his colleagues viewed him, it staved off any 
personal hatred which his power and autocracy might have 

■ roused. Hatred is the most personal of emotions, and 
Monypenny was oddly impersonal to all outside him*. He 
was less of a man to his associates than the incarnate 
trinity of an active brain^ a cultivated taste, and a practical 
ambition. As the years went by he seemed to grow 
more and more abstract to those about him — to women 
alone he was sometimrcs, by virtue of his mystery, 
a man. 

About this time appeared the Marlingate Courier, the 
first local paper. Bond, of the Library, now Alderman 
Bond, was the editor, having whetted his literary appetite 
on successive guide-books till nothing could satisfy it 
short of a weekly newspaper, written entirely by himself 
and one assistant, with a few " select poem's *' from 
talented and pseudonymed visitors. The Courier soon 
began to agitate for Monypenny *s election as Mayor, it 
distributed hints even as far as its fashion column, worked 
them into its review of " Romola," and finally developed 
them in two lengthy editorials, which were quoted by the 
Sussex News. 

When November came, it was known in all town 

circles that Monypenny would accept office, and at the first 

. Corporation meeting after the municipal elections, he was 

solemnly chosen by the Councillors and Aldermen. The 
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observant noticed a faint tremulous flush mount his cheeks 
as he sat for the first time with the Mayoral chain oa his 
breast, and the sentimental put down the hesitation and 
pauses of his first speech to emotion. It was odd, but 
directly Monyi>enny became Mayor the office clothed itself 
in gflamour, not only for romantically-minded women, but 
for the more stolid imaginations of the Borough Council. 
He seemed to transmute it into something eager and 
spiritual — he was the Hig-h Priest of the town, pootifical 
in his black and scarlet robes, performing rites and 
offering- sacrifices. 

A week later, when according to custom the Mayor 
and Corporation went in state to St. Nicholas Church, the 
whole town turned out on the pavements, and the visitors, 
who had hitherto held aloof from mere civic pageantry, 
crowded the windows to watch the young Mayor drive 
down the High Street in his robes and cocked hat, with 
his postilions before and his mace-bearers behind. A few 
young ladies threw flowers into the carriage, to the horror 
of their mammas; the shop-people cheered from their 
doorways ; the church bells crashed and jangled ; and even 
the children in the street ran shouting" **Mony penny! 
Mony|>enny ! Mayor of Marlingate ! " 

It was his triumph, and he knew now partly why he 
had postponed it. He had wished it to be the crown of 
his achievement, he had wished to save it for the hour 
when he oould look round on his ambition realised — 
Marlingate aflame with elegance and fashion, prosperous, 
festive, complete. He had left the years of effort to 
Pelham's decoration, while he worked and planned 
uncumbered by office. Now his throne was built, and he 
ascended it. 

His eyes were brig-ht and his face was pale with 
triumph as he sat there alone in the huge carriage, rolling 
and swaying on its springs. His excitement gave him an 
unusually eager, boyish look, so that in all his mayoral 
trappings he seemed younger than when dancing in the 
Assembly Rooms or picnicking" on the cliffs. In spite of 
his stateliness he was frankly excited, and a little shy. 
His burning, youthful excitement seemed to lighten the 
dark cast of his face. The women thought him hand- 
somer than ever, the men found for him a new kindliness 
in their hearts; only one — and she was a woman, Lady 
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Cockstreet — thought he. • l6dkfed i pathe^c, : -siiting there 
alone. 

" Mony penny ! Mony penny ! Mayor of Marlingate ! ** 
The boys shouted, and the bells seemed to be ringing it 
now, as Highgate bells had rung to Dick Whittington, 
though this time not in promise but in fulfilment. He 
sat there erect and proud, with shoulders straight under 
the heavy yoke of his honour, flushed, triumphant, his 
mind at once giddy and serene with the sense of consum- 
mation. At thirty-five he had won his great ambition, 
still young and full of work he had seen the effort of his 
life materialise. Marlingate was what he had planned to 
make it, and he was Mayor of Marlingate. 

" Monypenny ! Monypenny ! Mayor of Marlin- 
gate ! " The people shouted it, the bells clanged it, 
and in his heart it was being sung — his triumph, h!is 
victory, this battle he had won over circumstances, him- 
self, that weakening sense of **'beyondness," that tmrest 
of the woods and the sea. . . . The woods were now 
being cut and d^ped into the order of the Town Park, 
the sea was shut away beyond the shining austerity of 
the Marine Parade. His little bit of time had been able 
to chain and subdue those tw^o boasting forces of eternity, 
and he himself, who had found their treacheries within 
him, wore a chain, the Mayor's chain of office — the heavy 
pompous yoke that bound Mm for ever to the triumph 
he had won. 

§ 6 

In the spring of '64 the Town Park was finished. It 
covered the site of the Wilderness and of the Market- 
place, the latter having been moved by the Corpora- 
tion to Gingerbread Green, outside the Warrior's Gate. 
The grounds contained the old Slougli with its ring of 
tamarisks, now transformed into an ornamental pond, 
wSth a trim little island in the middle and an importa- 
tion of waterfowl. Out of the Slough ran the stream that 
had once been indecorously known as the Gut's Mouth, 
now renamed the Marlin — which gave pomposity both to 
its rather insignificant waters and to the town which red- 
dened them with its reflected walls. "Marlingate on the 
Marlin " was gracious in the ears of the Corporation. 
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Acrq^ithfe: jrb^n i^k -ranr a carriage way, in the 
place of the old road, edged with trees and a grass 
border. In the middle of its course it looped out sud- 
denly round a bandstand, not a white Moorish dome like 
that on the Parade, but daintly classic like a Trianon 
belvedere. Southwards to the town, northwards to the 
woods behind the prim battlements of Becket Grove, 
stretched lawns and parterres, with arbours both open 
and reclused ; and in the south-west corner a maze 
crept, neither too simple nor too intricate, always 
smelling sweetly of its clipped box walls. 

The Town Park was as Monypenny would have had 
it, as far as his dream had any truck with reality. It 
w^s part of that delicate tinted formality into which his 
ambition always poured itself, however far it might spread 
beyond and frame the charming picture with a cloud of 
sun and whirlwind. Now he scarcely thought of the 
frame in his appreciation of the picture — he could delight 
in its pastel shades even if they had caught only half 
his fires, tread its sedate walks forgetful of the sum- 
moning highway. Decimus Figg had made the Park a 
place of paradisal beauty, and if a mediaeval saint could 
dream his eternity into a formal garden, so could Mony- 
penny find for his ambition a place of refreshment, rest 
and peace among those spreads of shaven green and 
solemn bloom. 

All that the Town Park wanted was a ceremonial 
opening. For a long time Monypenny pondered' it and 
the Corporation discussed it. Then suddenly he startled 
them by saying that Royalty must be invited. Nothing 
less than the Blood Royal was worthy to set the crown 
on Marlingate. The Town Council, wiho had been talk- 
ing about Lady Cockstreet and the Mayor of Brighton, 
were aghast at his boldness. But Monypenny would not 
listen to their timid persuasions — ^his mind was set on the 
very best for his town. He made plans and inquiries, 
and at last suggested to his Aldermen that Princess 
Sophia of Worcester should be approached. He had 
written to Hugo Becket on the matter, and Becket had 
no doubt but that he could approach the Princess through 
the Lincoln Duke and Duchess. Becket, perhaps a little 
ashamed of his remoteness from Marlingate, was willing 
to do all in his power to develop the present crisis in its 
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glory. A long correspondence followed between him and 
Monypenny. Princess Sophia was approached first 
indirectly by the Lincolns, then directly by the Corpora- 
tion, and early in May the warm throbbing air of 
Marlingate parties hummed with the murmur that a Royal 
Princess would open the Town Park. 

The murmur became a voice and the voice roared into 
a general shout of excitement. The opening of the Park 
would be the highest festival the town had ever known. 
All the aristocracy of the country would be there, the 
Duke and Duchess of Lincoln would support the Princess, 
also the Lord Warden of the Cinque Ports and other 
notabilities. Moreover, it was said that Mr. and Mrs. 
Becket would come down to Marlingate on this great 
occasion. 

§ 7 

The ceremony was fixed for early June. The heat 
came soon that year; there was no aftermath crop of 
April weather, just a hot sweet flow of days, tawnied with 
thick sunshine, drowsy under a burden of heavy scent and 
muffled sound. In the Town Park the rhododendrons 
faded and the roses bloomed. Their languorous reds 
spotted and blurred on the thickets, and their perfume 
stole fugitive down- the staid paths, as if a running 
shepherdess should find her way into a friar's garden. 

The town flowered, too, with flags and bunting. 
Banners waved across the High Street and triumphal 
arches spread their welcome from one parapet to another. 
Along the Marine Parade glittered a string* of coloured 
lights, tossing at dusk their reflections into the black 
sighing mirror of the sea. 

The Princess would not stay nx'ore than a day, but a 
week had been fixed as the limit of the feast, a week 
stuffed with dancings, dining, music and gaiety, and 
garnished with civic pomp. There was to be a big ball 
at the Assembly Room, and a municipal card-party. One 
or two important families, such as the Leo Hurdicotts and 
the Pelhams, were giviing private dances, and Lady 
Cockstreet had sent out invitations for a conversazione. 
The Town Committee, with Monypenny at their head, 
worked hard so that there should be no clashing of dates 
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or overlapping of ceremonies. Marlingate blossomed like 
a flower. It seemed to realise and fulfil its township, 
claiming for its streets the beauty som'e would grant only 
to lanes and meadows. It lay rose-red in the calyx of 
the hills, faintly smudged with the green of its tamarisks, 
as they ringed it round and splashed as with sea-water 
the warm bloom of its ways. 

When the great day came the Mayor and Corporation 
met the Princess's train. Tlien there was a solemn 
procession through the town— down the Station Road, 
up the High Street, along Becket Grove, then down Fish 
Street and along the Parade to the Marine Hotel. 
Monypenny had personally planned this procession, which 
he intended as a triumphal progress and display, and 
oddly enough there was nothing ridiculous about it. That 
which might easily have been a mere bourgeois parade— 
a fat German princess. Mayor and Corporation — assumed 
the peculiar dignity of consecration which Monypenny 
brought to his office. The ridiculous might outweigh the 
sublime in that pompous march past of horsemen and 
carriages, that flourishing of maces and coats-of-arms. 
But somehow it was no more apparent than in the Mayor's 
cocked hat and black and crimson robes, which no one 
would ever dream of calling ridiculous on Monypenny. 
It was all part of the Municipal Idea which he had 
sanctified. 

First of all came the Princess's carriage, drawn by 
two white horses, and after her the Lincoln Duke and 
Duchess, demi-royal. Then came Monypenny, erect and 
solitary in front of his mace-bearers. Lewnes, Pelham, 
Lusted, and Bond followed in a fourth carriage. Robert 
Pelham and Leo Hurdicott were on horseback, riding 
each side of the Princess, and Wastel and Breeds and 
other gentlemen were also mounted. At the end of the 
procession was a long tail of private carriages, barcmches 
and gigs, bright with the shawls and parasols of Hurdi- 
cotts, Papillons, and other notables. Becket was there, 
looking older and heavily whiskered ; but his wife did not 
drive with him. She had brought her baby with her to 
Marlingate — a girl bom at the beginning of the year — and 
Becket told Monypenny that some ailment of the child's 
had kept her at home that morning. 

ITie procession stopped at the Marine Hotel for a 
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ceremonial luncheon. The Princess was all praise and 
graciousness, so that one forgot her German accent, her 
unwieldy figure, unfashionably large bonnet and still 
larger appetite. She thoroughly enjoyed her meal and 
allowed a little personal flattery to spice her thanks to the 
young Mayor. 

After lunch the great ceremony of the day took place 
in the Town Park. The Princess made a formal speech, 
which sounded curiously unlike her. She stood under a 
big willow (a survivor of the Wilderness), a sweep of 
lawn dividing her from the common crowd, while a 
favoured aristocracy grouped round her. Monypenny 

> stood by her side in his Mayoral robes. He felt hot under 
their weight and blazing colour, his forehead was wet 
in the grip of the Mayoral hat — and some of the drowsi- 
ness of heat settled on him, losing the Princess's words 
in a blur of sound and her substantial figure in the hazing 
green of lawns and thickets. 

Then a movement in the crowd diverted hint. He 
^ looked up and saw that the Princess had finished speak- 
ing, and that towards her over the lawn a flower was 
moving. Crimson and silken, a peony trailing its crinkled 
petals over the grass, it came. Monypenny watched it, 
watched this woman who was a flower in her streaked 
splendour, her wind-swung grace, her soft yet flaming 
transparency of colour. She came across the lawn, 
carrying a bouquet which she offered to the Princess, 
looking more than ever peony-like when she curtseyed 
^ low, her crimson petals spreading round her over the 
grass. Monypenny 's eyes were slowly dragged towards 
hers by a power which was both without and within him — 
folbwing her till she vanished into the boskage of women 
about the Princess; and even then the lawn seemed to 
shimmer and glow with her brightness. 

He could hear a mtirmur in his ears. It came from 

Bccket, whose whiskers brushed his robe 

^ "She's a wonderful woman, Monypenny, a wonderful 
woman — my wife." 

§ 8 

So Morgan le Fay had come back to Tamarisk Town. 
Monypenny accepted the fact quite calmly, without any 
warmth in his blood or a quickened beat of that heart 

> H 
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which had leaped so madly once at French Landing. 
There was in her return something- strangely like the 
fulfilment of the expected — something inevitable, like the 
return of Spring. He had never thought she would come 
back, and yet now she had come he looked upon it as 
the keeping of a promise, the promise which Marlingate 
had held in its heart all these years. Scent and sound, 
emotion and sensation, seemed to mingle and swoon — and 
yet he was curiously untroubled; he stood quietly beside 
the Princess in the lengthening shadows of the Town 
Park, watching the sunshine blazing on the roses, by 
some inexplicable means relieved of the heat of his robes 
and the weight of his Mayoral chain. 

The ceremony was over, the croiwd broke into separate 
colours, and sprinkled itself over the Town Park like a 
scattered posy. The Mayor and Corporation solemnly 
escorted Sophia of Worcester to her train, and went home 
convinced, in direct contrast to the morning's emotions, 
that they had bestowed a signal honour upon her in 
asking her to visit Marlingate. 

Monypenny, after disrobing at the Town Hall, went 
straight to the Marine Hotel, where the Beckets were 
staying. There was a strange, tumbling eagerness about 
him. He did not stop to question his delight, just let 
it ruti through) him like Spring sap, calKng to the hidden 
boy, which cropped out so oddly at times from his 
municipal staidness. Part of his excitement spilled over 
in a new enthusiasm for Becket. Becket had behaved 
splendidly. Marlingate could nevfer have reached its 
present glory without him. It was true that he would 
not in the end lose by his generosity, but he had stuck 
to the town through years of absence with an extra- 
ordinary faithfulness, ignoring no loan, subscription list or 
borough enterprise. Monypenny 's heart glowed towards 
him, in spite of that deep>-grooved streak of folly which 
ran through all the merchant's dealings whether public 
or domestic, and of which Mony|>enny was so keenly 
aware, that even now on his way to see him, full of 
gratitude and anticipation, he caught himself muttering: 
" Becket lis a fool. " 

When he saw Mrs. Becket he knew that mixed with 
his eagerness there had been qualms. He had been un- 
consciously wondering how much of the past she would 
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bring back. He had to wait for her a few minutes in the 
Beckets' sitting'-room. It was a large, handsome room, 
gay after the manner of the times with plush and gilding, 
and the sea sighed through the open window. That open 
window was its only token of difference from a hundred 
other such drawing-rooms in Marlingate. A discreetly 
opened window was healthy in June, and many sashes 
were moderately raised along the Parade or in the Hign 
Street. But here all the great bow gaped and rattled in 
its frame as the sea-wind swept it, stirring about the room, 
shifting pictures, flapping fire-screens and antimacassars. 
Monypenny thought it right to close the window, and was 
struggling with tlie stiff sash-lines when a sudden swelling 
of the breeze into a hurricane proclaimed the opening of 
the door. He swung round uneasily in the bow, expecting 
Morgan to blow in like a dead leaf. Instead she sailed 
in like a stately ship, her hoop spread wide, her hand, 
with a broad velvet ribbon round the wrist, stretched out 
towards him. 

Then his doubts left him. He need never have feared 
this woman, polished and sleeked by marriage and 
experience. He realised smitingly that she must be as 
ashamed as he was of that episode under the Gringer, 
and as anxious to forget it. She had not learned for 
nothing the wisdom' of towns, and he need never fear that 
she would try to bring him back into that terrible place 
which his soul dreaded between the woods and the sea. 

She greeted him without a trace of embarrassment 
or recollection, complimenting him on the ceremony in 
the Town Park, and the general development of the 
town since she had seen it last. He asked after the 
health of the baby which had kept her at home that 
roomSng, and she told him that it was partly for the 
child's sake that she had come to Marlingate. The 
little g"irl had been ailing that spring and needhed sea air. 
"But that's only one reason why I came. I wanted 
to see the town again after such a long absence. I 
have heard wonders of Marlingate." 

She laughed suddenly, and when she laughed the old 
Morgan seemed to come back. He found himself laugh- 
ing too, and had a queer feeling that they were both 
laughing at Marlingate. 

He was glad when Becket came in with Mr. and 
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Mrs. Leo Hurdicott Tea was brought, and as the 
Hurdi€x>tts were talkative Monypenny had a chance of 
silently watching Mrs. Becket. In tiie Town Park his 
senses had been in too deep a trance for him to examine 
her, but now he saw that she had altered in appearance 
as well as lin deportment — she had filled out and ripened, 
her movements were slower and more dignified, she 
actually seemed taller, and carried her elegant robe with 
an air. The mood he had caught in mere baffling snatches 
long ago, those strange gleams of polish and state which 
had perplexed him, now formed the woman herself, her 
poised and stately mould. Yet as he sat and watched 
her talking he sometimes caught glimpses of the woman 
that was gone, the wood-faim that danced in her eyes 
and broke her polished charm with little ripples of wild- 
ness. It seemed as if since her marriage she had turned 
her nature inside out — the vagrant mood had become 
the woman, and the woman he had known lived only in 
her laugh and her long veiled eyes. 

Becket *s attitude towards her was probably exactly 
the same as that he had borne towards his Emma of 
pipus memory. He admired her openly, almost foolishly, 
consulted her, deferred to her, and was 5n his turn treated 
with amiability — there was no other word to express her 
attitude of active toleration. Oddly enough it would seem 
as if she had given him a polish — there was less of the 
counting-house about him than there used to be. 

Monypenny felt very happy. His life was broadening 
and streaming — ^he felt lit spread and flow like a river. 
For some strange reason that epSsode at French Landing, 
which had always stood' apart from everything else in his 
life, inexplicable and alien, now became part of the main 
stream, part of his ambition for Marlingate, part of his 
success, part of his Mayoral greatness. 



He saw a good deal of the Beckets duiiing the next 
week. They were present at all the various gatherings, 
whether social or munici|>al. Monypenny became used 
to Morgan's swimming grace beside Becket 's solidity, 
like a sapling birch beside a shrub. He became used 



^ 
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to the new tones in her voice and the new graces in her 
manner. The pleasure these g-ave him was not grounded 
in a mere snobbish relief at finding" her admired and 
sought after by others as well as himself, the praised 
of Lincolns, the pardoned of Hurdiootts. It was rather 
a half-triumphal pleasure in finding that she had gtxie 
the way of everything else in his town and beconie beauti- 
ful, elect and polished. As the Wilderness had become 
the Town Park, so Morgan Wells had become Mrs. 
Hugo Becket, and Monypenny exulted in her clipped 
and trimnied decorum, in her floweiiing, wide-petaled 
sweetness — and it was now part of hSs delight that he 
could never forget how once this garden rose had bloomed 
wild on the cliffs and pricked his heart with thorns. 

The week of festival culminated in a Grand Ball at 
the Assembly Room. Balls had developed since the open- 
ing ceremony five years ago. The room was packed this 
night, and Monypenny and the stewards worked hard to 
clear the mere gazers and saunterers linto the card-rooms 
so that the floor could be kept free for dancing. The 
decorations were more chastened and more expensive — 
instead of flags there were flowers, roses and camelias 
with that drugged element in their sweetness which the 
hothouse gives. A more liberal artistic experience had 
also taught the Town Committee to distrust the decora- 
tive qualities of the borough arms; so their Constans 
Fidei and lions regardant did not appear more than once 
or twice upon the walls. The Corporation smelt less of 
the counter, and Monypenny *s elegance was no longer 
conspicuous in a wad of Lewnes-dad' Aldermen. The 
whole thing was more jxxlished, more easy, more accus- 
tomed, and to Monypenny 's eyes it glowed with all the 
dazzle of a promise fulfilled. 

He opened the ball, leading out the Duchess of 
Lincoln, while the Duke led Mrs. Becket. Her dress of 
sea-green Lyons s!ilk swam round her white shoulders 
and her shining, silver feet. A wreath of myosotis bound 
her elegant dark head, and a great fan of curled, creamy 
feathers swung to and fro before her breast. She was 
the finished and perfect work of art for which her appear- 
ance at that first Assembly, six years ago, had been a 
trial sketch. He watched her with a soft, furtive pleasure. 
She satisfied at once his sense of beauty and his sense of 
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fitness — the underlying outrage was no more. He looked 
forward to the time when he was to claim her hand for 
the waltz. 

By then the room hajd' emptied a little, for the waltz, 
w!ith its hardy encircling' of the waist, was still not 
favoured for debutantes and young- ladies, so these joined 
the chaperones along the walls, while the more emanci- 
pated married women took the floor. 

The band struck up a waltz by Offenbach, and the 
lilting, tinkling music seemed wonderfully to express the 
night whose perfections were not of the stars and the 
earth, but of the strung lights and the polished floor. 
Morgan herself seemed part of the sweet artiflcSality of 
it all. It was as :if he danced with a marionette to the 
tune of the musical-box in her breast. . . . His happiness 
dared, as it always dared when the wild things it dreaded 
were remote. All round him was the world he loved — 
the world of solidity and polish, beauty and formality. 
Swung by his daring, he broke a silence he had cherished, 
and asked her : 

"Do you remember how we danced together at the 
opening ball? ** 

The next mlinute he felt as if he had committed an 
indiscretion, but at once her long, dazzling look reassured 
him. 

"Of course I remember — what an ill-bred little minx 
I was in those days ! " and her laughter broke up the 
insincerities of his denial. 

They laughed together. He was glad now that he 
had stirred up the sleeping beasts of memory — he almost 
wished she would speak of French Landing. But she did 
not; their talk was of mere general things till the end 
of the tune from "La Belle Hll^ne." 

When he had made his bow and had left her he felt 
at once soothed and stirred. His heart went out to the 
woman who oould remember with gay forgiveness the 
crudities and humiliations of their common past. He was 
full of a sweet, unreasonable content. His partners found 
him strangely cordial, Ms Councillors watched him half 
bewildered at his new warmth and serenity. It was as if 
he loved all who were in that room, young and old, 
beautiful and ugly, visitors, residents, everyone. The 
music swayed and sobbed and laughed, scents fluttered 
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and stole or hung heavy in the thick sweet air, lig-hts 
glowed, and colours dipped and swung together. Mony- 
penny no longer lived remote from it all. He was no 
longer merely the Mayor of Marlingate, the leader and 
governor and builder of the town; he had stepped down 
from his creating aloofness and was part of the warm 
living thing he had made. 

§ lo 

At three o'clock the ball was over and the dancers had 
gone home. Mony penny stayed to the end, polite, atten- 
tive, opening carriage doors. In time the last persisting 
sound of wheels had died away. He went back, inspected 
the empty rooms, locked the doors, shook off a lingering 
Alderman, and found himself alone. 

He stood on the steps, under the white moon-dazzled 
Ix>rtico. The street was a void of moonlight and silence — 
it slept and its sleep was full of dreams; they troubled 
the shadows that lay in blots and slats on a white sheen, 
they haunted the chinks of the houses, and fluttered under 
the stooping gables. Somehow he felt as if he were now 
looking on the High Street for the first time — all his 
earlier sights of it, crowded, busy, coloured and noisy, 
were illusion, the mere snatching of a mood ; now for 
the first time he saw it in its reality. ThSs empty street, 
streamed over with moonlight and gulfed with shadows, 
this severe fantasy in black and silver, was the real spirit 
of Marlingate, the surviving spirit which should be when 
all else was gone. Society, fashion, prosperity would 
be as the strains of music that is dead, the forgotten 
vic^ins of the ball, and every night the moon and the 
darkness should build the High Street anew, and it 
should lie cherished in the soft night, unknown to all 
save perhaps some lonely privileged watcher like himself. 

A shudder passed over him, for he learned for the first 
time that his town was built of dreams and shadows, 
cobwebs of desire, and little rustling winds of regret . . . 
a low moan broke into the night, swelling into a roar, 
ebbing back into a sigh. It was the sea, and the echo of 
it went up all the silent street, and seemed to flow round 
Monypenny, sucking him off the steps into the pool of 
shadow at their base, then gently drawing him to the 
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angle of the street, where he could see the white line of 
the waves and the hanging sickle of the moon. 

He felt he could not go home, take rest, or sleep. 
Something within bim was calling him, urging him to 
receive it, to fulfil it. . . . He walked aJong the Marine 
Parade, his footsteps echoing strangely on the stones. 
The bandstand looked haunted and terrible in its empti- 
ness — ^he found himself hurrying by — the beach chairs, the 
bathing-machines, had all somehow added to themselves 
a sinister quality. Divorced from their functions they 
seemed to lapse into the unreal — they were so many 
mocking skeletons, bones and frames of the colour and 
gaiety that clothed them in the day. Heavens ! Was 
Marlingate like this every night? He looked out to sea, 
and saw the path that the light had trodden from the 
moon. The low soft roar, the blurred horizon, the 
phosphorescent break of the waves on the beach were a 
comfort to him ip the strangeness of his disembodied 
town. His little refuge between the woods and the sea 
had betrayed hin< — ^his bit of time had crumbled — ^but its 
eternal boundary remained, the great whole of which 
Marlingate was a part, and to which its ghost, so restless 
and troubling to-night, belonged, the deep from which it 
was taken and to which it would return. 

He came to the Stade. He was not unhappy, merely 
uncertain and bewildered. Indeed, during his walk, he 
had become conscious of a sure ground of happiness in 
his heart, quite apart from his attitude towards the town. 
The Stade was not silent and ghostly like the Marine 
Parade — it was full of voices and moving lights. The 
fishing smacks were putting out to sea. A cool wind 
blew shorewards round the jut of All Holland Hill, and 
Monypenny drew his cloak more tightly about him. A 
lantern moved up to him, and he saw old Gallop. , 

" Hallo ! ** said the fisherman ; "I thought as you wur 
dancing wud the quality." 

"The ball is over," said Monypenny, "and I've come 
out for a breath of air. Are you going to sea? " 

"Yes; weVe got the tide now. My boy's taking 
out his nets till the turn. Would you like a sail, Mayor? " 

Monypenny hesitated. He felt a curious longing to 
be away out on that great stretch of darkness with its 
one white path. He had had little to do with Gallop since 
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the latter' s withdrawal from the Town G>uncU, but there 
had always been a certain cordiality between them, and 
now he found himself wanting to share that life which 
was so characteristic of Marlingate and yet so remote 
from its present activities, which had been of old times, 
and perhaps would still be when all the rest had departed. 

"We'll be back by the afternoon," continued Gallop, 
"and the boys have got coffee and eggs on board." 

"Thanks," said Monypenny ; "I should like to go." 



§ 'I 

The Lizzie Hope had been built at Marlingate, in one 
of the smack-building sheds wluch the visitors knew 
nothing about, and few even of the residents had heard 
of. She was round and tub-like, her ^es pocked 
with tar-bubbles, her snub bows decorated with the head 
and bust of Lizzie Hope, who had become weather-beaten 
to the f>oint of shapelessness in her tussles with the waves. 
Aboard, a tiny cabin glowed red with the light of a 
brazier ; there was a smell of tar, of ooze, of fish ; there 
was the strong salt bite of the sea-wind, humming across 
the bay and ruffling against the cliffs of All Holland 
Hill. 

Monypenny climbed up the rope-ladder hanging from 
her deck, and settled Mmself under the bulwark. It was 
a new experience, and especially gratifying for him to 
realise that he was best out of the way, to secrete him- 
self and lie low, knowing that no one wanted his com- 
mands or supervision. He lay listening to the scrape of 
the men's sea-boots, to their shouts, muffled in the soft, 
thick dark, to all the rumblings, creakings, and curs- 
ings that accompanied the Lizzie Hope*s putting out 
to sea. Nobody took any notice of him till they were out 
beyond the shallows, rocking softly on the deep waters 
off the Gringer. Then Gallop's boy offered him a cup of 
coffee and a grilled herring, which tasted oddly delicate 
in that atmosphere of tar and salt and windy freshness. 

He found it hard to realise that an hour ago he had 
been at the ball, breathing the sickly-sweet warmth of 
flowers and women's scents, with the perfumes of wine 
and macassar oil. It all seemed unreal to him now, like 
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a dream. . . . He had to rub the tight soft fabric of his 
ballroom clothes to convince himself that the thing had 
ever happened. Even the ghostly tinkle of the music in 
his brain was dead. He heard only the throb and flutter 
of the wind over the waves, and the creaking of the 
Lizzie Hope, 

The nets were down, and the smack's red light was 
now one of a dozen bobbing in the darkness off Rock-a- 
Nore — he had often watched them from his room, in Gun 
Garden House. In the distance he could see the lights 
of Marlingate streets, soft orange stars in the black mass 
of the town. The houses were dark — he wondered if 
anyone was watching the fisher-lights. . . . 

The men spoke to him very little — a gruff word now 
and then. He knew he was outside their business, and 
counted not at all, though he was Mayor of Marlingate. 
Old Gallop himself had not sailed — ^there was young 
Gallop, a man addressed as Bunker, and a boy. They 
watched the nets, smoked and chewed foul tobacco, 
spoke 'in low grunts and mutters, and brewed innumerable 
cups of coffee. 

The sky was growing paler, and at the approach of 
dawn the mists which had covered it shredded, and Mony- 
penny saw one or two huge dawn-stars, hanging low, 
like lamps. Hitherto he had thought little about the 
stars — they had been too remote from Marlingate's ac- 
tivities for him to think of them much ; but now he found 
•himself strangely thrilled by those solemn lights a hun- 
dred years away, the lights by which the little boat 
trimmed and shaped her course, in cheerful trust of their 
eternity. A great world seemed to be opening up all 
round him, a world he had hitherto scarcely realised 
save in uneasy glimpses, now revealing itself solemn, 
immense, everlasting, a globe of fire and crystal, at the 
bottom of which Marlingate lay like a speck of dust. . . . 
" Hi !— kip clear of the net ! " 

He drew aside, while Gallop, Bunker and the boy 
hauled the net over the bulwark. Thle Lizzie Hope 
reeled, and seemed to stoop against the water, then 
suddenly righted herself as a shower of iridescence 
poured over her gunwhale and flooded her deck. In the 
quickening light it was as if a rainbow had melted into 
froth, and lay there leaping and bubbling in the nets. 
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Monypenny sat close to the bulwark while the great 
coloured fish jumped and shimmered round him — they 
streamed over the deck, flai^d, leaped, flashed in the 
sudden kindling of the sky. Above was a fiery opales- 
cence spreading and flushing among the clouds, below 
was as it were a distilled drop of that gleaming mackerel- 
sky, all shining greens and pinks and blues, with opaque 
glaucous white. 

Gradually the commotion in the smack subsided, while 
the clouds scattered from the zenith, leaving the sky a dull 
blue arch, gaping for the sun. Then over All Holland 
Hill came a sudden fan of red, and a hot copper ball 
which seemed to hang for a while motionless above the 
cliffs, then to rise and cool in the tent of the meridian. 
The mackerel in the Lizzie Hope danced and flashed no 
more, but lay a huge greeny-white heap, from which came 
a continuous dripping sound. 

Monypenny watched the men lower the nets again, 
then go into the cabin to make more coffee. He looked 
out north of west, and saw that Marlingate was waking 
between the hills. He felt quite happy and serene. The 
motion of the Lizzie Hope, rocking on the thick green 
swell of the Deep Channels, the reek of salt and fish and 
tar, the men's rough detached attitude towards him, all 
gave Mm an immediate sense of freedom and security. 
In the distance lay Marlingate and the hills, and it was 
astonishing how far away it seemed, and how far away 
he was content to let it be. His seething preoccupation 
was gone. He watched its many coloured brightness as 
a man might watch a bubble, and as he watched more 
and more of a bubble it became to him — a glowing 
iridescent dream, unreal, transient, mere air and water, 
bright with mock colours which were only the reflections 
of the eternal things round it. 



§ 12 

It was when, towards afternocm, the boat grounded 
that Marlingate once more became real. Then he had 
a sudden smiting consciousness of its reality; it stood 
out as a solid thing among the dreams that had bewildered 
him all night. His landing was a spiritual as well as an 
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actual coming- to shore. Once more his foot was on the 
firm ground, and he rejoiced to feel the warmth and 
corporeity of it under him. A man cannot live for ever 
on the shifting green of the waves ; he must have earth, 
warm solid earth, that he can walk on and trust in, and 
Marlingate had come to mean the earth to Monypenny. 

It was the dinner hour, and most people were indoors. 
The streets had a deserted look, but they were steeped 
in sunshine, the walls and j>avements mellow lin a soak 
of lig'ht. Monypenny smelt the hot, dear smeU of lath 
and brick, he smelt the peculiar and individual smells 
of the shops, he smelled the baking- little gardens at the 
back of Hig-h Street, and Marling-ate's own essence of fish 
and salt, a tempered concentration of the wild, windy 
smells of the sea. 

He walked drowsily up the street to Gun Garden 
House. He felt suddenly in need of rest — ^he had not 
slept since the ball. His man and his housekeeper were 
not alarmed at »his absence, as Gallop had let the town 
in g-eneral knowl that the Mayor had gone to sea in the 
Lizzie Hope, He refused the meal that was waiting, and 
went straig-ht upstairs to his room. He must sleep, at 
all costs he must sleep. 

For two or three hours he lay motionless on the big- 
gloomy bed, his head sunk deep in the pillow, looking- 
strangfely young- and helpless in his sleep. Then he began 
to dream, . tossing and struggling, till at last he woke. 
He dreamed he was walking through Marling-ate, up and 
down the streets, past the Town Park and the Town 
Hall, along* the Marine Parade, up and down and to and 
fro, conscious all the time of an aching sense of futility 
and long'ing'. The town was empty, he did not meet 
a soul, and an oppression lay on it as on a city of the 
dead. The famliliar landmarks filled him with a kind of 
horror — the Gothic moulding- of the Town Hall, the tSers 
of houses on the Coney Banks, the white streak of Mount 
Idle, the g-leaming- procession-way of the Marine Parade, 
thoug'h all unchanged, had something* vaguely terrible 
about them. They seemed to mock at him, to shut him 
in. He felt shut up in Marlingate, he could not breathe, 
he was chokingf, planting, strugg-ling . . . oh, thank 
heaven ! wak5ng" at last. . : . 

He sat upon the bed, wiping the sweat off his face, 



Climbing Streets 117 

still shaking* in the horror of his dream. Then the 
chimera passed, he knew he was awake, secure in the 
m^st of his solemn, ordered existence, no prisoner in 
Dead-Man *s-Town, but Mayor of Marlingate. At the 
same time, the experience of the night, the reactions on 
landing-, the fears of whSch the dream had been an ex- 
pression, seemed to blend and consolidate. He sat, 
elbows on knees, solidly facing the problem of his life. 

Everything- could be summed up in a name, the name 
that had been with him the whole time, yet which neither 
his lips nor his heart had dared articulate — Morgan le 
Fay. In her he had paced through the solemnities of the 

' past week, in her he had danced and drunk the wine of 
youth at the ball; in her he had dreamed out at sea, off 
Rock-a-Nore, had seen the sun rise, and Marlingate 
gleam like a bubble which shall flash from glory into 
nothingfness ; in her he had trodden the solid earth, im- 
ploring- it to save him ; lin her he had seen his town 
become a chimera, a horror, a starting nightmare from 

^ which he had thanked God to awake. 

All his easy happiness was gone. He knew now that 
he could drift no longer; he must think and fight. He 
loved Morgan Becket; how or when he had begfun to 
love her he could not say — whether his love had been 
born in the lilt of Offenbach's music at the ball, in the 
joyful discoveries at the Marine Hotel, or in that sudden 
sense of freedom and lightness which had come to him 
in the midst of the oppression of his office in the Town 

^ Park, or indeed if it had not been sown like a seed long 
ago at French Landing, to lie buried till this new sun- 
shine called it into growth and bloom. All he knew was 
that he loved her, and if it had been folly to think of 
loving" her five years ago, it was ten times folly now. 
Then she had merely been unsuitable, now she was catas- 
trophic. In loving* her he risked the supreme honour of 
Marlingate, his own greatness and dignity, the happiness 

• of the town's benefactor, the peace and good name of 
Morgan herself. If a few years ago he had married 
Becket 's little governess he would have damag-ed himself 
slightly; he would have lost a little of his social lustre, 
which he valued because it shone on Marling-ate; but in 
time the blunder would have been lived down, and Morgan 
would have adapted herself to her position, just as she 
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had so surprising^ly and perfecty adapted herself to her 
position as Becket's wife — a groan burst from him at 
the thought. What a fool he had been ! And what a 
coward ! If only he had married her then, risked her 
unsuitability, he would not now be face to face with her 
as the embodiment of ruin. Surely he might have 
guessed those hidden qualities which blossomed in her 
now — ^they might have flowered for him instead of for 
Becket. . . . He pictured her as his wife, as Mayoress 
of Marlingate, superb in dignity and beauty, yet giving- 
him in private that wild sweetness of the woods which 
should blow like a promise through the stuffy streets of 
his town. 

He pulled himself up. Regret is waste of emotion, 
and the Psalmist has said that the dead giants shall not 
rise to praise the Lord. He had only the present and 
the future to deal with, and in order to tackle them he 
must cut away the past. He had made a mistake, but 
it was irreparable, and he must think of it no more. 
Perhaps indeed it had not been such a mistake after 
all. He certainly had not loved Morgan then as he 
loved her now, and if he had married her in doubt and 
dread she might have remained always what he hated. 
It was possible that Becket 's stolid sentimentality had 
achieved a work which could never have been wrought 
by his own doubting passion. Anyhow, there was no 
use thinking of it. He must think of how he could 
tear her out of his life before she became rooted. He 
had been a fool to let her ding, to drowse in his ease 
and happiness till his life became a thicket of impossi- 
bilities. 

After all, it ought not to be so very hard to get free. 
She and Becket would soon leave Marlingate, and his 
folly would go with them. But he would put himself 
beyond reach of itsi return, there should be no more rising 
of the five-years-dead. He would marry, lay sure foun- 
dations, build himself into Marlingate till he became part 
of its structure, unmovable and unshakable. 

He had been a fool to delay marriage for so long; 
hexhad trusted too much to the reserves of his nature, laid 
too much stress on the preoccupations of the married 
state, ignoring the fact that purely domestic conditions 
have little reaction on a man's career. Marriage would 
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not tamper with his ambition. On the contrary, it would 
suppcM-t it socially, and lessen the risk of such catastro- 
phes as that which faced him now. He would not marry 
for love, but for settlement, comfort, social oo-operation, 
and domestic amiabilities. Though curiously simple and 
unspoiled in his relations with women he could not help 
realising that there were several in the town who would 
marry him if he asked them; he would have to think 
carefully and choose discreetly. 

As he made these plans he was conscious of a vigorous 
recoil, both mental and physical. But he hardened his 



heart. 



13 



The whole of the next morning was taken up with 
borough affairs, and he had little time to think. The 
America Ground's day of grace was nearly over, and 
p^ans for the Marine Gardens and Aquarium were before 
the Town Committee. Monypenny had insisted that the 
gardens should be designed by Figg, so that they should 
be linked with the rest of the town in .one artistic con- 
ception. Some hours were spent over paths and belve- 
deres and aquarium tanks. Then there was a long dis- 
cussion about a theatre for Marlingate. Monypenny had 
always been a play-goer, and on his rare visits to town 
had never failed to see Toole, or Paul Bedford, or Fanny 
Kemble. Birt he understood that some of the visitors 
objected to a theatre on moral grounds, and thought it 
would be a pity to alienate a considerable section of the 
town's most genteel patrons. He suggested a Concert 
Hall in the way of compromise. This could be run as a 
municipal concern, which would vouch for its respect- 
ability. Good tl^eatrical companies might be engaged 
from time to time, with a stock or a classic repertory, 
though it would be principally used for first-class con- 
certs — Monypenny si>oke of Jenny Lind for his Hall in 
the bold, careless way he had spoken of Sophia bf 
Worcester for his Park. 

He came home for luncheon, which he ate, as usual, 
in dig-nified solitude. He had now adopted London hours 
for his meals, and dined late, with luncheon at one and 
five o'clock tea. He felt tired and a little dreary, and 
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for the first time he asked himself if he were not too 
much of a recluse. Now, if he had come home from 
Ckwporation frets to cheerful companionship and a loving- 
voice. ... 

For just a moment he saw, her sitting* opposite him 
at the end of the table, a black velvet band round the 
whiteness of her wrist, a lace cap on her hair^ a gentle 
rustle of silks as she moved, and in her eyes thfe promise 
of endless freedom and delight. 

He rose, and pushed away his plate. She would never 
sit there, and he must not let her come even in dreams. 
Dreams were dang^erous, sapping* their way into a man's 
heart and laying* a mine there to blow up his life . . . 
but he must fill that empty place, or she would continue 
to come to it unbidden. All the morning* hSs brain must 
have been working* subconsciously at its new problem, 
for directly he turned to it it furnished him with the name 
of Fanny Vidler. If he married he ought to marry 
locally, and Fanny was certainly the best match in the 
town. No doubt there were more aristocratic brSdes to 
be had among* the visitors, but more than ever Mony- 
penny was consolidating* his desire to build himself into 
Marlingate. Fanny was the niece of one of his most 
prominent supporters on the Town Council, she owned 
land immediately touching* his own, gxxxl land which could 
be built over and added to the greatness of Marlingate. 
She was besides an attractive girl, well educated, and 
not ill connected. He had met her fi^uently since 
the occasion at Vidler's house, and his liking* for her had 
increased each time. Certainly she would make him a 
g*ood wife, support his ambition yet not encroach upon it. 
He would go to see her this afternoon. 



§ 14 

Old Rumble was a recognised excursion from Marlin- 
gate. A small greenish stream suddenly b^;an to pelt 
downhill almost at the rate of a waterfall, and achieved 
some picturesque ripplings and windings before joining 
the Gut's Mouth just above the Slough. To the woods 
of Old Rumble shays, barouches, and meek hackneys 
would drive out on sunny afternoons, and as long as the 



Climbing Streets 121 

excursionists did not stray from the roads and paths or 
otherwise damage Miss Vidler*s property, they were 
always welcome in the deep valley farthest from the 
house. 

This afternoon, there was a special concert in the Town 
Park, so Monypenny found his walk unusually private. 
He had formed a plan to walk across the woods, inspect- 
ing the two farms on the property, and winding up with 
a call on Fanny, but soon after he left the road he found 
his resolution losing some of its trim and practical con- 
ciseness. Indeed, it began to strike him as a little 
ridiculous. Not so easily were the big eternal things 
outwitted. He was away from the town now — all that 
came to him of Marlingate in that soft sun-slotted shadow 
was the faint lilt of the band in the Town Park. The 
band played Rienzi with daring, but to him it was only 
a distant tinkling sound like a child's musical-box. 

He was alarmed at his own reactions. Why should 
he swing to and fro like this, like a pendulum, like a 
trivial charm on a woman's bracelet? What right had 
fate to make caper the Mayor of Marlingate? His path 
was taking him close to the track frequented by driving 
excursionists, and the distant purr of wheels made him 
draw back into the thickets. He threw himself down on 
a pile of last year's leaves, crackling grimly under the 
spurge. He wanted to think before he went farther, 
and yet he knew that to think was the last, thing he could 
do. He was in torment. The love that had brought him 
at first a drowsy sense of peace and well-being was now 
a remorseless laceration. He fumed at his helplessness 
to control the mental powers which had once been his 
glory. He surrendered ill to his own disintegration. 
Surely, he thought, only fools and sensualists could 
welcome love — to the thinking man, the mental ruler, the 
philosopher, it must, with its pickaxe in his brain, be 
always the greatest of catastrophes. 

The approach bf a distant carriage made him raise 
himself, afraid lest he should be seen in his collapse. 
He stood up, then suddenly shrank back into the cover 
of the hazels, for in the carriage, driving with Lady Cock- 
street, glowing} like a poppy under the scarlet shade of 
her parasol, was Morgan Becket. He wondered if she 
had seen him — he was only ten yards or so from the 
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driving track, and a ruffle <rf wind was treacherously 
tossing the branches. He could hear her voice unshaken 
in its conversation with the Dowager. Perhaps she had 
not noticed him. Or perhaps if she had she thought 
nqthing of it— after all, had he any ground whatever for 
believing that she felt for him as he felt for her ? It was 
queer, but somehow he had taken it for granted, withouit 
a shred of evidence he had been convinced that she loved 
him and that the consummation or renunciation of their 
love rested with himself. Now he saw how utterly base- 
less was such an idea. She had never by look or word 
given him reason to think that she remembered or cared. 
The realisation made him almost faint with pain, he saw 
now how piteously he wanted her, how utterly he was 
dependent on her return of his passion. 

In his agony he had thrown himself down again, and 
lay motionless till an approach of wheels from the oppo- 
site direction made him fear that the carriage was coming^ 
back. Probably it had driiven only to the crest of the 
woods above the stream, avoiding the steep hill down to 
the water. He slipped back a yard or two farther into 
the bushes, but he could not resist glancing through them ; 
perhaps this would be his last sight of her, she would 
probably be gone in a day or two. He looked, but drew 
back disappointed — this was not the same carriage ; yes, 
St was the same carriage, but Lady Cockstrfeet sat Sn it 
alone. Morgan and the poppy parasol had disappeared ; 
perhaps she had decided to walk down to the stream, 
perhaps she had gone to call on Fanny Vidler. 

Monypenny stood up. He would go back to the town, 
to that concert in the Town Park, which was now send- 
ing towards him the echoes of a waltz made plaintive by 
distance. The woods were dangerous, haunted, as they 
had been of old. The Mayor must go back to bricks 
and mortar, to his aldermen and mace-bearers, his robes 
and cocked hat. He must run from the wild woods where 
wandered Morgan le Fay, seeking him with enchantments 
and spells. Suddenly panic-^strlicken he turned to go, then 
realised with a gush of infinite relief that it was too late. 
She stood before him. 

The leaves rushed in a moving pattern over her gown, 
and the scarlet brightness of her parasol put an unusual 
flush into her cheeks. As she stood there between him 
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' and Marling'ate she was less a woman than a flutter of 
mingling- colours and lights, the concentrated essence 
of the sunshine that moved in the woods and filtered in 
scattered brightness through the trees. She stood in an 
open sfjace, a little below him. He had not seen her 
come there; it was as if the sunshine had suddenly 
created her. 

"Well," she said gaily, "I saw you from the carriage, 
^ and thought I should like to talk to you; so I let Lady 
Cockstreet drive down alone." 

It was perfectly natural. He was a fool to feel so 
afraid. 

** I felt I wanted a ramble in the woods — after a stuffy 
morning at the Town Hall." 

The words came almost foolishly as he drew near and 
stood with her in that little open space among the hazels. 

* Far away the waltz had finished, and there was silence 
save for the rustle of the underwood. 

"YouVe wise." 

It was still quite natural; but his lips were dry and 
his tongue was hot and thick in his mouth. He began 
to talk stumblingly, feeling that words could save him. 
Words could spin a web between him and Morgan le 
Fay, and perhaps her magic would be caught in it before 
it could reach him. So he talked on — about the Marine 

* Grardens and the Aquarium and the Concert Hall — snatch- 
ing at Jenny Lind and modem music. He scarcely 
noticed her comments and replies, for all the time he was 
watching her eyes working at his ,web, melting and tear- 
ing it. The faster he wove the faster her long, slanting 
eyes seemed to eat up w!ith their spells his handiwork of 
desperation. 

u She stood almost listlessly, her parasol across her 

shoulder, a Windsor hat dipping over her brow and 
making her eyes gleam more brightly under its sihadow, 
like water under the shade of a tree. The Mayor wove 
faster and faster, and while he wove her long eyes tore 
and slit and shrivelled the web — till suddenly he gave way, 
with the utter weakness of a strong man, and held out 
trembling hands towards her. 

^ "Morgan, have pity on me." 

She did not speak, and he repeated — 
"Morgan ..." 
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Then she dropped her sunshade, which rolled in a 
whirl of scarlet down the slope, like a poppy falling, and 
stretching* out her hands took his white, struggle-worn 
face itito their cool palms, drawing it down to her silent 
mouth. 

In the Town Park the band played II Trovatore. 
The music eddied up into the woods, questing among the 
thickets, eager, plaintive, almost reproachful. For in 
those woods of Old Rumble the man who had made 
Marlingate had forgotten it altogether. 



CHAPTER IV 

THE BETRAYAL 

§ I 

Then came some shining days of peace. Monypenny 
was like a shipwrecked man flung at last by the waves on 
the shore of a tropical island, he drowsed there in the 
warmth of the unknown country, resting after the 
struggle, at once too calm and too bewildered to explore 
his new surroundings, living only in the present relief. 

So this was the coast that had soared him, on which 
he had been driven struggling and protesting, invoking 
his gods of bricks and mortar and borough parchment. 
... As time went on he was able to investigate, to look 
round him, and every step made him realise more joy- 
fully that he was on the firm ground. His foot was on 
a rock which stood firmer than Marlingate; that vague 
feeling of indefiniteness, of a reach beyond, which had 
always qualified his relations with the town, had now 
departed, leaving things real. The sense of reality which 
pervaded his life was part of the best of it ; yearnings and 
dreams were gone, and instead he had solid possessions, 
culminations, satisfactions.. It was all as different from 
the old state as earth from air or water. It seemed as if 
for the first time he now walked on earth, as if before he 
had always swum or drifted through more fluid elements. 

The next thing he realised was that, surprisingly, he 
stood closer than ever to Marlingate. His new experi- 
ence had not parted him from his town — on the contrary, 
he felt all the closer linked with it ; for now it kept its 
proper place in his life, holding the foreground without 
usurping the horizon. Monypenny saw Marlingate as a 
great achievement and his own possession, he saw it as 
the consummation of an endeavour of which any man 
had a right to be proud, and at the same time it no 
longer choked up his life, blocking all its exits to wider 

125 



126 Tamarisk Town 

things. The new clearness with which he saw it made it 
more precious and more intimate; he seemed to have 
communion with the humble thing's of Marlingate, to be 
one with its common life — ^not only the watcher from the 
hillside, but the guest at the hearth, gentle and content. 

Morgan had given him all this. It was part of the 
dowry that she brought her lover — a dowry so rich that 
he had not imagined half of it. Her love was a flood of 
experience, in its depths seemed to lie all knowledge. 
He had never realised till then how ignorant, wavering, 
and lifeless his existence had been till she took it up in her 
hands and breathed on it. He had lived only in his town 
— his private life had been squeezed and toneless — but 
now he had an immense life of his own, all the more 
wonderfully his because she both gave and shared it. 

This new growth made him feel very boyish and 
fumbling sometimes. He saw how immeasurably richer 
in everything she was than he. Life had moulded her, 
shaped her, adorned her, and yet left her essentially her- 
self, whereas he had scarcely changed at all during his 
adult years, and as a boy had not been very different 
f rbmi what he was now. She was of more malleable stuff 
than he, and yet not malleable from weakness, but rather 
from the excess of her vitality, enthusiastically adapting 
itself to every change and varying pressure of life, molten 
silver shaping to beauty. He no longer wondered how 
she could have changed herself from Morgan the 
governess to Morgan the great lady, for he saw her in 
all things fierily fluid; and the source of his greatest 
delight and wonder was the way she had through all her 
changes remained Morgan le Fay. Those wood-notes 
which had piped bewSlderingly through the tinkle and jar 
of her immature years, still fluted in the minuet of her 
ranged, sedate existence, telling of. woods and leafy 
silences and the slopes of the Gringer golden with gorse 
and sun. . . . 

Now that he loved her it was these wood-notes that 
he listened for most eagerly, for now he knew he might 
obey their piping. The Mayor of Marlingate had his 
secret place in the woods, where he could dance and 
tumble on the brown leaves without shame, and forget 
without loss or guilt the red town behind the tamarisks. 

The summer drifted by in days of warmth and life. 
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Marling-ate simmered and stewed in the pan of the hills, 
and the sea was smoked with purplfe mists of heat. At 
the back of the town the woods wove a web of shadow 
over the heads of Mionypenny and Morgan, and cool airs 
ran through their tunnels to the lovers* cheeks, so that 
the Mayor forgot the baking streets of his town and the 
hard shadows of gables, and lay with his head in the 
lap of Morgan le Fay, and watched the running shadows 
of the leaves fly over her face, making it mottled and 
mysterious like a faun's. 

But they did not always meet in the woods ; that tryst 
was only for occasional liberties, queer little escapes. 
They met most often in the intricacies of the town's 
social life, the pacings of the borough quadrille in which 
they crossed and recrossed, turned, and set to partners 
before the admiring eyes of all Marlingate. He met her 
at the (Doncert, at cards, at the l>all — in the Town Park, 
among arbours of clipped yew, in the Marine Gardens, 
new and soil-smelling. They listened to Jenny Lind to- 
gether, at the Library they discussed "Our Mutual 
Friend," turned the pages of "Household Words," and 
watched in the daily paper how Sherman marched through 
Georgia. He never chafed at the publicity of their en- 
counters, for the public, ceremonial conditions of most of 
their meetings gave a sweetness of contrast to their few 
wild privacies. Besides, he liked to see Marlingate as 
the setting of the jewel, the calyx of the rose, he liked to 
see her glory shining on it, giving it new wonderful 
powers of satisfaction, making each functkwi, each 
assembly glow with new colours, so that the whole of that 
summer season was like a familiar landscape seen for the 
first time in sunshine. 

The town began to fiotice the change in Monypenny ; 
he was melting. Gradually out of the stiff casting of his 
municipal dignity was emerging something warm and 
simple and hiunan, a delayed boy, come as it were just 
before the feast was over, and still a little timid and 
awkward at his late arrival. People noticed the change 
and liked it. They put it down to his success ; they said 
that Monypenny was obviously a man whom success did 
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not spoil, whom, on the contrary, it iimproved in mind 
and manners. They found that up till then he had lacked 
suavity; the men had found him standoffish, the women 
unresponsive. Now they were, both men and women, 
continually surprising* new warmths in his character, little 
spurts of occasional wildness and wit. Instead of merely 
directing and controlling* Marlingate activities, he 
animated them. He no longer paced alone through balls 
and conversaziones, remote and saturnine, with his melan- 
choly, unawakened eyes and heavy chin. He stood with 
a new readiness and informality of tongue, in the middle 
of some clump of tall hats and Paris bonnets — his laug-h 
was occasionally heard. 

As he opened his heart, so also he opened his house. 
Gun Garden House became less of a solemn sanctuary, 
within which few had entered, and then only under the 
weight of ceremonial restrictions. He still clung to his 
privacy — he did not change his type, merely fulfilled it ; 
but he entertained more generally and more frequently. 
He gave gay little dinners at Gun Garden House — not 
mere rites of municipal or social necessity. 

In the mahogany-smelling g^looms of his dining-room 
shone the gold and silver muslins of Hurdicotts and 
Papillons and FuUeyloves and Beckets. On more 
middle-class occasions the rich old wine of the Gun 
Garden cellars was solemnly rolled over the tongues of 
his Aldermen — Pelham, and Lewnes, and Lusted, invited 
with their ladies. Lewnes now had a lady, of the Lusted 
tribe, with wide eyes and shining slate-coloured hair, and 
generously curved frontage, like one of her father's 
bouses. "Obviously built from Lusted's design — no one 
who had seen the houses on the Coney Banks could doubt 
his paternity for a moment" — so Monypenny remarked to 
Pelham in an unbending mood, and the saying went 
round the Corporation back to Lewnes, who took no 
offence, for when, he asked, had anyone ever heard the 
Mayor make a joke? He was proud that Mrs. L. should 
be the subject of his Worship's first effort. 

Becket and his wife came often to the dinners at Gun 
Garden House. It was part of the setting in which she 
glowed. Her pale smile would suddenly gleam at Mony- 
penny like moonlight out of the dimness of the room, 
where the wax candles' throbbed warm and civilised 
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among- the shackyws of sideboards and aldermen. He 
lived throug-h his evening- in the happiness of the one 
glance she might be able to throw him for himself alone. 

He remembered how he used to picture her there, in 
his heartache and loneliness, sitting with the warm 
candle-gleam on her breast, and a broad black velvet 
wristlet to show the whiteness of her little hand. . . . 
Well, she sat thetle now, his own, tke heart and satis- 
faction of his dream. He would drag his eyes away from 
her in case he should worship her too openly before them 
all. 

Their love was quite undetected, no suspicion 
polluted the freedom and dignity of their intercourse 
whether in public or in private. It was the fashion in 
the town to admire Mrs. Becket, and Monypenny, its 

t head and governor, might lead it in this as in other 
matters. Those summer mornings, large parties of 
ladies and gentlemen would ride out on Cuckoo Hill, 
cantering- daintily over the cushions of turf and thrift, and 
sometimes Monypenny and Morgan would sweep more 
daring-ly ahead, and then with the keen wind streaming 
past them with its thin wail, would turn their bent heads 
and look adventurously into each other's eyes. Their 
faces would be all aglow with the glory and fun of their 

, secret, the joke of their concealment, the excitement of 
hiding such a love as theirs from the sedate, municipal 
eyes <A the borough fathers, or the more piercing, less 
decorous glances of Marlingate society. A look and a 
smile — that was all they had time for before the rest of 
the cavalcade would canter up round them, with flying 
veils and flowing habits and shining boots. But it was 
enoug-h to make ani adventure of that formal ride, since a 
look and a smile expressed all the wonder and the joyous- 
ness of their love. 

§ 3 

At the end of the summer Morgan and her husband 
went back to London, but the separation was not so 
terrible as Monypenny had dreaded. There was some- 
thing transient and unreal in the months that flowed by 
without her, and at the same time a sense of their 
inevitable course towards reunion, as of a river flowing 
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to the sea. While a perfume seemed to linger in the 
town, and every street-bend and promenade seat was a 
shrine — since here he had met her, and here he had 
caught a glimpse of her swaying gown, and there she had 
sat under the scarlet shade of her parasol, and there they 
had leaned together over the rail and watched the sea as 
it sought the land in long sighs and caresses. . . . 

The Assembly Room had become a temple, dedicated 
to the memory of sacred rites of waltz and quadrille, and 
the stone-smelling aisles of St. Nicholas's Church had a 
new beauty of holiness, since from his big, empty pew 
at the back he had so often watched her bonnet bend and 
bow through the devotions of a dozen sunny, sleepy 
Sundays. 

As for the woods, they held her memory so ck>sely 
that his thoughts became humble and faltering when 
they strayed into them. Buried in their tawny hearts 
were things both reverend and wild, secrets that they 
would never give up to the town. He no longer had that 
feeling of hostility towards the woods, for in them, as it 
were, the scrolls and deeds of his love were depK>sited. 
When the long sighing sweep of the wind rustled up 
from their alleys and flew moaning down the High Street 
to the sea, he heard no threat in the sound. He liked 
to think of those two great freedoms outside his town, 
sighing and straining to each other across it, linking 
themselves with winds that fluttered and sped, ignoring 
the blot of crimson dust between. 

That autumn he moved dreamily through the packed 
activities of the season. He did not lose his practical 
sense in municipal affairs, but in the gaps of borough 
meetings and social functions, and in his solitary even- 
ings at Gun Garden House he found a new solace in 
dreams unconnected with his town. He read a great 
deal of poetry too. His favourites, Dickens and Thack- 
eray, Lytton and Ainsworth, were put aside for the 
scarce-read Tennyson ; he also read Mackay, but more 
doubtfully. Once or twice he found the sweet rhythms 
and word-spells of the "Idylls" and "In Memoriam " 
acting on his brain and spirit with a strange intoxica- 
tion. His own mind groped for words, his own hand 
fumbled with the pen, and the stored-up sweetness of 
his heart found a queer, half sad expression — it was 
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strange, he thought, that when he tried to express his 
love, which was all happiness to him, he should find it 
come forth in the grey tones of sorrow, sad and rest- 
less as the shadow of a tree. 

** A lover sighed in Tamarisk Town 

(Tamarisk Town by the Sussex Sea), 
This was his sigh and thus did he cry 
(And Mayor of the town was he) : 



" * Come back to these woodlands, sweet Morgan le 
Fay, 
For the chills of the Autumn are here,* 
Come back, for the wind ploughs a sorrowful way 

Through the tatters and shreds of the year. 
Come back, and put stars in the evenings that lie 

Like clouds on the woods and the sea. 
Put warmth in the sun and put light in the sky 
And the promise of Spring into me.' 

" The answer ran through Tamarisk Town 

ifamarisk Town by the Sussex Sea) 
en the lamps were lit and the dusk was brown 
(And the Mayor in love was he) : 

** * Forget, mortal lover, the wood-fairy's kiss, 

The kiss of the child of the thorn, 
There is doom for her love, and the doom it is this — 

That never with man human-born 
Must she mate, for the price of her mating would be 

That she lost all the spells of the wild, 
And humble and mortal and human as he. 

No more be the wood-fairy's child. 
So forget me, my lover, whose lips I adore. 

For that ransom I never could pay. 
And the streets by the shore shall be trodden no more 

By the footsteps of Morgan le Fay.* 

** A lover sighed in Tamarisk Town 

(Tamarisk Town by the Sussex Sea), 
A lover sighed and a lover died 
(And another Mayor had to be)." 

Morgan was inclined to banter this new mood. "Why 
so doleful, Mayor of Marlingate?" she scoffed tenderly. 
" And why so determined that Lusted shall take office this 
November? He will not be nearly so ornamental as 
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your Worship." Yet she was kind to his stumbling- 
efforts, with a loving, arbitrary criticism. "I am gflad 
that you are learning to write something a little more 
inspired than the minutes of Town Committee Meetingfs- 
You are losing some of that extreme air of responsibility 
which I remarked at first in you. Oh, Edward, if only 
our love could show you the world which is not built of 
bricks and mortar, and is not divided into Wards and 
assessed for rates, then, whatever the end of it, we have 
not loved for nothing." 

He noticed in her letters — ^not very frequent, for he 
and she must be discreet — always a little trickle of con- 
tempt for Marlingate. Love had not made it glamorous 
to her, as it had to him. He saw that in her heart 
he stood alone, requiring no setting of richness and dig*- 
nity. She could have loved him if he had been a boroug-h 
sweeper, whereas — could he have loved her if she were 
still the little governess ? He shook his head — no, he 
could not; at least, not as he loved her now. She had 
not been complete in those days — a dazzling, perfecting 
part of her was lacking, or rather submerged under 
stuff that clogged and irritated. Yet he could not help 
realising that what he loved best in her now was what 
he had loved in her then, the wild spirit, Morgan le Fay, 
who had lived in little Wells the governess as surely as 
in Mrs. Hugo Becket. And that part of her which he 
loved most and had loved longest was just the part, the 
only part, which he could never hope to hold and call 
his own. 

§ 4 

At Christmas time the Beckets returned to the 
merchant's house on the Coney Banks, just vacated 
by the Colonel and his genteel daughters. Becket had 
now retired from business, and meant to settle in Mar- 
lingate. The Coney Banks were a popular residential 
district. Here lived the more solid, old-fashioned part 
of the new ratepayers. Becket Grove and the Rye Lane 
villas were looked upon by the Coney Banks as a rather 
fast suburb, the abode of long purses and short i>edi- 
grees. On the Coney Banks, besides the Beckets, the 
Leo Hurdicotts and the Alaric Papillons had their sea- 
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side houses. Lady Cockstreet still lived in Rye Lane, 
because she said she liked the view of open fields at the 
back of her villa, and the FuUeyloves had a house in 
Becket Grove; also, the old aristocracy of Marlingate, 
the Pelhams, the Breedses and the Wastels, still clung 
to their heavy-beamed, brine-reeking houses in High 
Street or Fish Street or Zuriel Place — but, speaking 
generally, the Coney Banks were considered the best part 
of Marlingate, the most select, the most genteel. 

Lewnes was delighted to see his property in such 
iavour — his rents and reputation going up together. He 
planned to build more houses and talked the matter over 
with Lusted, their heads full of stucco and basements 
and area railings. Monypenny swooped down on them 
like a dominie on two plotting schoolboys, and told them 
that, though Lusted might be the builder, the architect 
must be Decimus Figg. 

Lusted and Lewnes looked blank. 

"Figg!" snorted Lusted. "Why, he's done the 
whole town. You might leave a bit of it^ Mayor, to 
chaps that were in the building line when Figg was in 
petticoats." 

"And the airs he gives himself now," said Lewnes, 
"and the figure he charges. One 'ud think that having 
made his fortune out of us, whom nobody had heard 
of before we took him up, that he*d do us half fees; but 
not he — not my lord." 

**And why should he?" asked Monypenny. "He 
charges what his designs are worth; and I, for one, 
don't feel inclined to pay less for them." 

Lewnes snifled. "It's all very well, Mayor, but this 
time it ain't your mondy." 

It was characteristic that neither Lusted nor Lewnes 
should tell Monypenny that it wasn't his Coney Banks 
and that he could go and hang himself. 

The argument continued intermittently for some days, 
and in the end Monypenny, having found out that Figg's 
charges were, in fact, a little beyond Lewnes 's purse, 
offered to pay the architect's fees himself. 

"The Mayor's a gentleman," said Lewnes to Lusted. 
"He's got his ideas and he don't mind paying for 'em. 
Now I don*t hold with him at all — ^what he says about 
stucco and that balcony notion of yours just shows he's 
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g^ot no taste to my mind — ^but he's done a lot for this 
town, and let him have it as he wants, say I, since he's 
able and willing to pay for it." 

"And where do I come in?" grumbled Lusted. *' I 
that was designing houses before he and his Figg was 
born, that had built the Coney Banks before he'd built 
a toy brick church." 

"You're the builder and contractor, and maybe " 
— in a comforting whisper — "you'll be able to get in 
some dodge of your own." 

"Yes, it'll be easy to work in that pretty little fancy 
o' mine about the area steps in a house that's, as you 
might say, hovering on the ground instead of nestling 
cosy in it. They're all area houses in Berkeley Square in 
London, and Grosvenor Square and every stylish place. 
It's only in Marlingate that we've got no style," and 
Lusted spat into the foundations. 

The Beckets came down with a train of servants and 
children. The children of Emma Hurdicott were now 
schoolboys and schoolgirls home for the holidays. They 
were like their father, stolid and plump young people, 
the boys agog for Christmas fare, the girls whispering 
together about Signor Frampini, music master at the 
Sutton Academy where they were boarders. Baby Lind- 
say came down in her nurse's arms, with hands out- 
stretched towards her mother's bright shawl, and crowings 
of desire for the silken cherries in her mother's bonnet. 
Even at a year old Lindsay was curiously like Morgan 
in colouring and feature, but her eyes were different, 
more like Becket's, though they were Morgan's brown 
instead of Becket's blue. 

Morgan had a queer, detached attitude towards this 
child. She was fond of the little creature, but she seemed 
to lack the maternal solicitude, the detailed preoccupa- 
tion of most mothers. She would play with little Lind- 
say as if she was a pretty kitten, fondle her like a 
kitten, and deck her like a kitten with ribbons, but the 
aching, yearning care of a mother for her child seemed 
to have struck no root in the complexity of her nature. 
She did hot fret her heart over the delicate baby's ail- 
ments, though she told people it was for the child's sake 
that she and her husband had returned to Marlingate. 
She did not dodge among her engagements for Lindsay's 
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bedtime or disturb Becket's late sleep by having her 
brought to her in the morning. 

"Funny little mionkey— ^it's queer to think she's mine," 
she said once to Monypenny. 

"She could be nobody else's— she's like you in every 

way." 

"Not in every way; in some ways she's more like 
Hugo, and I've a feeling that she will grow up like him 
in nature, though in appearance she will always take 

after me." 

"A baffling combination." 

"Yes, she'll puzzle some man." 

"Disappoint him, perhaps — if he hopes to find 
Morgan le Fay." 

His arm slid round her in the darkness. They were 
sitting in her drawing-room together, and a stormy 
dusk was gleamSng dingily in the big gilt mirrors on 
the wall. 

"Do I puzzle you, Edward?" 

" Profoundly— but I like it." 

"Do you really know very much about me?" 

The question struck home with a strange pang. He 
felt that he wanted to read the riddle in his arms. 

"For instance," she continued in a kind of dreamy 
warmth, "do you know how long I've loved you?" 

Her arm in its silken sleeve was round his neck, and 
as she spoke her head dropped against it, so that her 
wide sweet mouth lay close to his cheek. 

"No, don't kiss me, Edward; let me tell you — I've 
loved you now for nearly ten years." 

But you've been back only one year." 
You know I loved you before. You didn't love me 
then, but I loved you — from the first moment." 

The grip of her arm tightened round his neck till he 
could feel her little fist doubled under his chin. 

"I loved you from the very first moment, and I made 
up my mind that I would make you love me." 

"And Becket? " he threw at her, fighting her because 
he was afraid • 

"Oh, he was a reaction. I was so wretched after 
that day we parted at the Slide; you didn't know — you 
couldn't. I felt I had lost my chance, and I wanted to 
kill myself. Then Hugo came and was kind to me — ^he's 
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always been kind to me — ^and I married him because I 
wanted someone kind to help me forget. ..." 

It was the first time they had discussed her marriage, 
and Monyj>enny found his words choked by an uneasy,' 
fumbling respect for Becket. So he had been kind to her 
— he had helped her through some dreadful lonely years 
when her lover had forsaken her. 

"But I couldn't forget, and after a time I felt sorry 
for what I had done. And then I was glad — oh, so 
glad ! " 

She turned away her face from his cheek and hid 
it in his shoulder. 

** What do you mean ? Why glad ? " 

"It was after I had been married a year, and I sud- 
denly discovered that I was different, I was learning 
things I'd never known before, and I saw that people 
thought differently of me than they used to think — that 
I was a success. Then, when I saw that people thought 
differently, I felt that you too would think differently, 
that at last I had it in my power to make you really 
love me. And I vowed that I would. Yes, then — all 
those years ago ! It was something to live for — training 
myself to be fit for you. That was why I stopped 
away from Marlingate so long; I would not go back 
till I had made myself what I wanted to be for your 
sake. Oh, I saw how surprised you were when we 
first met — ^you scarcely recognised me. Then I knew 
that I had succeeded, and that night I cried for joy." 

Monypenny could not speak. His thoughts were a 
conflict of joy and pain, pride and humiliation. It was 
strange that on the whole the rougher, more painful 
feelSngs predominated. This revelation by Morgan of her- 
self, of her long pursuit, humiliated him. Perhaps she 
would have been wise not so openly to have shown her 
hand. He had always looked upon himself and her as 
victims of fate, and now he alone was the victim, not 
of fate, but of her. She had pre-ordained him for her- 
self, and had won by the strength and guile that a woman 
knows. And mixed with his humiliation was fear — of the 
love which was so much greater even than he had 
thought, which had the strength not of twelve but of 
a hundred months. He had an uneasy feeling that such 
a love eould never be shut up in Marlingate. T^iose nar- 
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row, twisting streets could not cjontain it; its nest was 
on the cliffs, not under the eaves. . . . 

He gently disengaged himself from her arm and went 
over to the window, looking down into Marlingate at the 
foot of the Coney Banks. It lay in the dusk like a grey 
pool, with lights like the reflections of stars. He had a 
sudden horrible consciousness that it was not there, it 
had vanished ; that was only a pond he was gazing at, 
fringed with dim, dipping/ shapes; of tamarisks. His eyes 
desperately fought the twilight for familiar landmarks, 
and at last dragged out the street of Mount Idle just 
fading out of the western light, then, as they grew more 
accustomed to the dimness, he saw the pallid fa9ade of 
the Assembly Room and then the crook of Zuriel Place 
with Fish Street, yellow in the gleam of some new- 
kindled lamp. He heaved a sigh of relief and turned from 
the window. 

§ 5 

Through the winter into the spring, past the budding 
of the trees in Old Rumble Woods to the flowering of 
the sea-purslane under Cuckoo Hill, Morgan and Mony- 
penny carried their love, now beginning to wear the dear 
quiet tints of custom. The intense sunshine of their 
happiness had faded it out of some early crudeness into 
a thing rich and mellow. The adventure had not de- 
parted, but was focused in a steady vision. They wore 
their haj^iness with less self-consciousness, but no less 
wonder. 

For a year they had kept the secret of their love. 
This was due largely to Monypenny's discretion. Morgan 
alone would have been more reckless ; also, she had the 
single eye for the man*s possession, whereas he saw both 
the woman and the town — ^both part of the same whole, it 
is true, yet each separately demanding his service. On 
this account he and Morgan had their first dispute, the 
little flutter of words which afterwards fell into its place, 
giving to their relations a queer bite and spice, the lack 
of which they had not felt before. Owing to his con- 
duct at certain public dances, and to one or two private 
remarks of Vidler's, Marlingate had chosen to couple 
Monypenny and Fanny Vidler in its gossip. Fanny was 
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now a bright-eyed, bright-haired woman of twenty-three, 
and, it was rumoured, had been proposed for by ever) 
eligible male of the old Marlingate aristocracy— PelhanM 
and Breedses and Wastels, andi also by one or two of the 
new residents. People said that she was waiting for the 
Mayor, and Morgan was angry because her lover did 
not seem to resent this talk of him — on the contrary 
found a perverse pleasure in its survival of contradiction. 

"Don*t you see that it makes things easier for us?' 
he said. "And it shows that no one has any idea of 
what we are to each other." 

"That's what you always think of, whether anyone sus- 
pects us or not. Oh, Edward, why must we strut about 
like actors before this gaping town? Sometimes I wish 
that we could be found out, and then we should have 
to go away together and be rid of Marlingate." 

Dim echoes of the Slide came up in his reply. 

"Morgan, you don't know what this town means to 
me. 

"I do know — and I hate it." Thus she declared war. 

But this first battle was quickly over — her victory 
as he hid his face from his town in her long hair — zn6 
soon afterwards their love had one of its deepest experi- 
ences. Becket was in London for a week of board meet- 
ings, the children, except Baby Lindsay, were at school, 
and one morning Mrs. Becket left home to visit some 
Cheltenham friends who were staying at Folkestone. 
SHe was away a week, and shortly before she came back 
the Mayor went off to see a farm of which he was the 
mortgagee, returning a day or two after Mrs. Becket. 
So it happened that Morgan and Monypenny had three 
days alone together at Brenzett in the marsh, away be^ 
yond Rye, at the back of Dungeness. 

Those days were to live in memories of June-bake(( 
grass, of slatting dykes clumped with may, of long green 
miles of reeds bowing before the sea-wind, of the munch 
of ringstraked cattle among buttercups and the shadows 
of clouds moving solemnly from farm to farm. The marsh 
was one wide freedom and solitude for lovers, spread gold 
under spread blue. Only here and there in thick islands 
of elms would squat a lonely farm or a lonely chapel, 
remnant of some thriving hamlet of smugglers and 
owlers, or of some rich foundation of the monks of 
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Canterbury. Brenzett was just a glorified farmyard, 
with the inn and the church shouldering* each other be- 
side the midden. At dusk there was a sweet smell of 
farmyard mud, of milk, of wood fires, and in the early 
morning the lowing of cows would wake Morgan and 
Monypenny into the greyish whiteness of the inn cham- 
ber, with huge dim beams sagging over them and curtains 
waving in the dawn-wind that blew; cold over thirty miles 
of marsh. 

It was a strange, beautiful time, detached from any- 
thing that had gone before it in Monypenny *s life. He 
w^as alone with Morgan, away from Marlingate, which lay 
forgotten beyond those distant cliffs whose outlines he 
could dimly see in the cleansed gleam of early morning. 
For two days he scarcely gave it a thought. He and 
Morgan would rise early, and after the inn's rough break- 
fast wander out int© their paradise. North, south, east 
and west it spread without a hint of boundary save for 
the rare and doubtful vision of the Marlingate cliffs and 
of the northward ridge whence Ruckinge and Warehorne 
and Court at Street looked down on the flats. They 
roamed beside the dykes, where Morgan picked armfuls 
of yellow flags and left them ; they asked for drinks of 
n>ilk at nameless farms, and peered through the^ cob- 
webbed windows of forsaken marsh-chapels into a green 
and rotting dusk. Morgan no longer wore the sailing- 
hoop of her dignity, (but an old brown dress which clung 
round her knees and made him think of the brown girl 
who long ago had mocked him in a wood. They lay 
among tibe buttercups. El Dorado, with the yellow light 
of the shaking flowers upon their faces, and he held her 
to him in the thickets of the grass. 

Then at last twilight would fall, the dawdling, lan- 
guorous swale of June. The sky would bum at the rims 
and the zenith be pricked with stars. The scents of grass, 
of may, of hayseed and cow-parsley, of sluggish water 
swam in the air. A big red moon rose out beyond 
Ansdore, lifting her burning horns above the fogs that 
lay smoky in the east, and through the long grass and 
the scent, and the stillness, and the curdle of dusk and 
moonlight, Monypenny and Morgan would walk back 
to Brenzett and the dingy Crown, where supper was 
spread in the glooming gold of one small lamp. 
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On the last day they strayed further, and found them- 
selves in the town of Belgcarswick, at the end of Dym- 
church wall. Belgarswick had once been modestly famed 
as a resort and bathing-place, but lately it had crumbled, 
and now decayed streets of dirty windows and peeling- 
frontages converged on a cracked parade silted up with 
shingle. An empty bandstand stood, hollow and chipped 
like a decayed tooth, on a wide sweep of cement, where 
iron seats accommodated those few who wished still to 
sun themselves in the rotted town. The sight depressed 
the lovers — ^the shops either empty or stuffed with com- 
mon goods, the houses full of ghosts, the forlorn band- 
stand, the Assenibly Room now used as a drill hall for 
the Rifle Volunteers. Morgan was merely disgusted 
and anxious to go back to the buttercups and the water- 
courses, but Monypenny found himself perversely at- 
tracted by the spectacle of decay, curious as to its causes 
— railways, he supposed, with their choosing and strand- 
ing, some shoddy pK>licy of Mayor and Corporation, or 
F)erhaps just a freak of climiate or of fate. . . . 

"Morgan," he said suddenly, "suppose Marlingate 
should ever be like this. ..." 

"Perhaps it will," said Morgan, and laughed. 

"Not in my lifetime." And back into his heart which 
had forgotten Marlingate rushed the old ambition and 
the old pride. This corpse of a watering-place made his 
eyes turn with love and desire to the far-away hills 
beyond which his town lived in its honour and triumph 
and dignity. He did not speak much as they walked 
back to the marsh, their footsteps ringing on the hot, 
split pavements, their few words mocked back to them 
from the p>eeling walls, but Morgan knew that it was 
the Mayor of Marlingate who walked beside her. 



§ 6 

That summer Monypenny planned the building of a 
new street. It should run from Becket Grove to the Park 
gates, with a view of Cuckoo Hill and the south-west 
sea. He talked it over with Figg, who terraced it. 
Park Terrace should stand at the head of a) shallow flight 
of red brick steps, shelving down into the road; the 
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houses should.be of the same rustic shape as those in 
Becket Grove, and unlike those of black and barrelled 
frontage whidi he had designed for the Coney Banks. 
There was still a demand for good houses at the back 
of the town, especially since a neat yellow omnibus had 
begun to ply up and down the High Street. Mony penny 
had hesitated before allowing the Maidenhood stables 
to bring forth such a metropolitan enterprise, but he had 
seen the advantage of linking his residential background 
more closely with the sea. People came — he realised 
with a little pang of outrage — to Marlingate for the sea, 
and lived there for the sea. The sea, the enemy, was the 
town's greatest attraction. Well, he must make it ac- 
cessible, he must for Marlingate 's profit acquiesce in the 
attitude which ignored the town's own beauty, looking 
beyond it to alien, outside things. So the little yellow 
omnibus linked up the woods and the sea, crowded inside 
with petticoats and pelisses and outside with pot-hats 
and pardessus. 

Becket, partly from his unflagging local patriotism, 
partly from financial implication, was keenly interested in 
the venture of Park Terrace. In its earlier stages Mony- 
penny had not realised how this new creation would 
bring Morgan's husband out of the dim background 
where he lurked behind the lovers and set him down 
square and solid in the forefront of their lives. For over a 
year he had ignored Becket, thrust him aside, forget- 
ting* his debt to him and his dependence on him, but now 
he saw that neither he nor Marlingate could move a 
step forward without him. Becket was the financial 
backer of Marlingate and the husband of Morgan le Fay ; 
he was the commonplace, grotesque link between these 
two wcmderful things, the two great loves of Mony- 
penny's life. Morgan and Marlingate — Becket supported 
and cherished and served them both ; both owed 
him the greater part of their success and dignity; the 
realisation seemed to give a kind of cosmic importance 
to the merchant as he inspected the sight of the new 
building with Monypenny. 

It was a windy September day, with rags of grey 
cloud flying before a wind that had the chills of autumn 
in it. The tamarisks bowed to the ruffled si^rface of the 
Slough, and away behind Becket Grove the oaks and 
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beeches and ashes tossed and nodded their dumps. There 
was a shudder of wind from Old Rumble and a sigh from 
behind Cuckoo Hill. Mony penny shivered in the elegant 
light clothes of Marlingate*s summer season, and Becket 
rubbed red hands together. 

It was the first time for many years that they had 
been engaged like this in a common cause, and Mony- 
penny was conscious of restraints and awkwardness ; 
Becket, as might have been expected, talked about 
Morgan, but Monypenny missed his old irritation at 
the other's uxorious sentimentality. The clearness of 
vision which love brings now seemed a doubtful and 
double-edged gift, for to-day it enabled him to look 
through the upper crust of the merchant's folly and see 
the steadfast, loving nature it concealed. "He was kind 
to me — he's always been kind to me." Morgan's own 
words seemed to rise up with a curious kind of con- 
demnation as he walked beside the man he had wronged. 

They surveyed the patch of woodland at the bottom 
of Becket Grove and planned lits clearing. Becket 
approved of the terrace scheme. 

"He's full of ideas, that young Figg — at least, you 
get the ideas and he puts a polish on them. Fancy your 
picking him up like that at the start, when no one else 
could see any chances in him ! He's on the way to being 
a great man now." 

"I hope he's not the only man whose name will be 
made by this town." 

"Not likely !, I know of at least one more — perhaps 
another." And he blew himself out a little. "Becket 
Grove — that sounds well, and it'll always be there to 
make people remember me." 

There was something about his attitude that wa$ 
honest and innocent and pathetic. Monypenny found him- 
self touched by it — ^was it that his heart had grown softer 
of late, or had Becket only just developed these endear- 
^^y genuine qualities of simplidity? It seemed strange 
that he should have to wrong the merchant before he 
should be able to recognise him as a fellow-human-being. 
He did not like these thoughts and feelings — they hurt. 
Was it true that we were all linked up by our mutual 
wrongs, our common struggles, our forgivenesses? ... a 
world wider than Marlingate seemed to open, a grey world 
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in a half lig^ht, where men sinned sadly and unwillingly 
ag-ainst each other and as sadly and unwillingly forgave, 
where black and white and light and darkness were all 
smudged together in one grey blur of tears, tears of 
sorrow, tears of pardon. 

**I*m deeply attached to this town," said Becket, 
standing with his legs apart and staring at the spot where 
they had just built the ghost of a house. "It's done a 
lot* for me. In the first place, it took me out of myself 
and helped me build up my life again after poor Emma's 
death, and it's made a bit of a name for me too — I like 
to feel I'm mixed up with it. And now look what it's 
done for my wife and little one. The baby gets fatter 
and rosier every day, and Morgan — ^haven't you noticed 
'how much better she looks? " 

"She looks very well," said Monypenny. 
"This last spell of seaside air has worked wonders 
for her. Last summer, before we came down, I thought 
she was getting a bit thin and off colour — wore herself out 
entertaining people. It's marvellous what a success she's 
been — won the Hurdiootts round and everything. But 
I think it took a lot out of her, and I'm glad she's had 
a quiet year." 
^ Monyi>enny said nothing. He stood grating in the 
earth with his malacca cane. Becket, not encouraged to 
proceed, turned rather reluctantly to the matter in hand. 
"Yes — I agree; we want big houses, and plenty of 
land to each. We might put up two or three to start 
with and see how they let." 

"There's no immediate hurry." 
fc "Oh, better start at once." 

Monypenny. turned slowly away towards the town. 
His heart was heavy — he realised how much he was in 
this man's debt, and for the moment could not stomach 
the thought of adding to his obligations. He would have 
liked to have been able to j>ay off every penny he owed 
Becket, and here he was piling up the burden. He sud- 
denly decided to drop Park Terrace for a time— and yet 
what prospect was there of his ever being able to take 
up the scheme again in more honourable circumstances? 
Either he must behave in a way that was an outrage to 
all decent feeling, or he must abandon a venture which 
was part of the success of Marlingate. 
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The wind blew into Monypenny, chilling- his thoughts. 
For the first time since that June of a year ago he sa^v 
incompatibility between hisi love for Morgan and his plans 
for Marlingate. The sunshine was gone from the woods, 
sucking out all the green and amber and gold, and in 
the cold, watery light of storm Monypenny seemed to see 
again the old strife — -the strife he had realised in the 
bewilderment of those days between Morgan's renewed 
challenge and his surrender, but had afterwards lost sight 
of in the peace wherein they had ix>ssessed each other. 
They were foes, Morgan and his town, and a truce could 
only temporarily break their warfare. He felt himself 
caught between them, and, for perhaps the first time in 
his life, a helpless thing, a man who is caught between 
two buffers, who is strug^gling and going to be 
crushed. ... 

He threw off the oppressing mood, and turned to 
Becket with small talk of the town. The wind was blow- 
ing behind them down into Marling-ate, and as the steely 
light of the storm moved over the sky everything seemed 
to take on a strange, metallic hardness. Between hills 
of lead Marlingate lay like a blot of rust, and down from 
behind it iron woods crushed towards a gleaming, brazen 
sea. 

§ 7 

Monypenny persuaded Becket to shelve Park Terrace 
for a month or two. This was made easier by the rising 
of the Marine Gardens on the horizon. The workmen 
had been quicker than the Council had expected, and the 
question of a grand Opening Day lay before the Town 
Committee at their November meetingf. Lewnes and 
Lusted and one or two others wanted to postpone the 
ceremony till next summer's season, but Monyi>enny, 
backed by Pelham, Breeds and Becket, wished to carry 
through the business at once. Monypenny pleaded for 
the Winter Season— that was, if anything, the more im- 
portant of the two, the more " select " ; December, 
January and February were months to fill and fatten even 
beyond June, July and August. Winter brought the best 
people — ^they stayed long-er, they spent more money, they 
bunched less in lodging's and hotels, indulging in " winter 
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residences " at the back of the town or on the CcMiey 
Banks. 

Monypenny spoke well. Abrupt and plain as ever, he 
seemed to have acquired lately some new quality of 
emotion ; his appeal was vibrant in its restraint, and 
swept the Town CkMnmittee, who abandoned forthwith 
all cheaper ideals. Then Pelham rose, and with due 
ornament proposed that as that month would, they hoped, 
see Monypenny take office for the third year, he should 
himself perform the opening* ceremony at the Aquarium. 
The proceeding's might be linked up with those attending 
his election and a grand municipal festivity made of it. 
The Town Council, moved by a sudden enthusiasm for 
their young, grave Mayor, greeted Pelham 's proposal 
with stampings and cheers. Monypenny, surprised at his 
own popularity, suddenly became charming. With a new 
warna colour in his dusky skin, his melancholy eyes full 
of brightness, his fine teeth showing in unexpected smiles, 
he accepted almost boyishly this honour of his Coun- 
cillors and Aldermen. He laughed, he stammered, he 
showed for the first time signs of youthful nervousness. 
They cheered him to the beams of the Town Hall. 

H^^jesane out still smiling to himself, and was pursued 
witKunofficial congratulations by Lewnes and Vidler. The 
latter walked with Monypenny as far as the Petty Passage 
Way. 

"I'm unaccountable glad of it. Mayor. Wot do we 
want to go hauling in furriners from outside to do our 
jobs, when we've a man in the town as 'uU do 'em better? 
I reckon Fanny 'ull be boco pleased. She always said as 
she'd be glad if you wur to take office another year." 
It's very good of her, I'm sure," said Monypenny. 
Her cold's better." 
I am delighted to hear it." 

I expect she'll be at the Archery Club Ball, but she 
was unaccountable sorry to miss Lady Cockstreet's even- 
ing party. Howsumdever, I tell her it'll do her good to be 
shut of a few routies — such a heap as she's had of 'em 
lately. And half the men in the town after her — she finds 
it tiring." 

" I expect she does." 

"Mrs. V. and I we often says to each other as we 
wish Fan ud settle down, but again we say it won't do 
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always been kind to me — and I married him because I 
wanted someone kind to help me forget. ..." 

It was the first time they had discussed her marriage, 
and Monypenny found his words choked by an uneasy,' 
fumbling respect for Becket. So he bad been kind to her 
— he had helped her through some dreadful lonely years 
when her lover had forsaken her. 

"But I couldn't forget, and after a time I felt sorry 
for what I had done. And then I was glad — oh, so 
glad ! " 

She turned away her face from his cheek and hid 
it in his shoulder. 

" What do you mean ? Why glad ? " 

**It was after I had been married a year, and I sud- 
denly discovered that I was different, I was learning 
things I 'd never known before, and I saw that people 
thought differently of me than they used to think — that 
I was a success. Then, when I saw that people thought 
differently, I felt that you too would think differently, 
that at last I had it in my power to make you really 
love me. And I vowed that I would. Yes, then — all 
those years ago ! It was something to live for — training 
myself to be fit for you. That was why I stopped 
away from Marlingate so long; I would not go back 
till I had made myself what I wanted to be for your 
sake. Oh, I saw how surprised you were when we 
first met — you scarcely recognised me. Then I knew 
that I had succeeded, and that night I cried for joy.'* 

Monypenny could not speak. His thoughts were a 
conflict of joy and pain, pride and humiliation. It was 
strange that on the whole the rougher, more painful 
f ceilings predominated. This revelation by Morgan of her- 
self, of her kmg pursuit, humiliated him. Perhaps she 
would have been wise not so openly to have shown her 
hand. He had always looked upon himself and her as 
victims of fate, and now he alone was the victim, not 
of fate, but of her. She had pre-ordained him for her- 
self, and had won by the strength and guile that a woman 
knows. And mixed with his humiliation was fear — of the 
love which was so much greater even than he had 
thought, which had the strength not of twelve but of 
a hundred months. He had an uneasy feeling that such 
a love could never be shut up in Marlingate. Tljose nar- 
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row, twisting streets could not contain it; its nest was 
on the cliffs, not under the eaves. . . . 

He gently disengaged himself from her arm and went 
over to the window, looking down into Marlingate at the 
foot of the Coney Banks. It lay in the dusk like a grey 
pool, with lights like the reflections of stars. He had a 
sudden horrible consciousness that it was not there, it 
had vanished ; that was only a pond he was gazing at, 
fringed with dim, dipping/ shapesi of tamarisks. His eyes 
desperately fought the twilight for familiar landmarks, 
and at last dragged out the street of Mount Idle just 
fading out of the western light, then, as they grew more 
accustomed to the dimness, he saw the pallid facade of 
the Assembly Room and then the crook of Zuriel Place 
with Fish Street, yellow in the gleam of some new- 
kindled lamp. He heaved a sigh of relief and turned from 
the window. 

§ 5 

Through the winter into the spring, past the budding 
of the trees in Old Rumble Woods to the flowering of 
the sea-purslane under Cuckoo Hill, Morgan and Mony- 
penny carried their love, now beginning to wear the dear 
quiet tints of custom. The intense sunshine of their 
happiness had faded it out of some early crudeness into 
a thing rich and mellow. The adventure had not de- 
parted, but was focused in a steady vision. They wore 
their happiness with less self-consciousness, but no less 
wonder. 

For a year they had kept the secret of their love. 
This was due largely to Monypenny's discretion. Morgan 
alone would have been more reckless ; also, she had the 
single eye for the man's possession, whereas he saw both 
the woman and the town — ^both part of the same whole, it 
is true, yet each separately demanding his service. On 
this account he and Morgan had their first dispute, the 
little flutter of words which afterwards fell into its place, 
giving to their relations a queer bite and spice, the lack 
of which they had not felt before. Owing to his con- 
duct at certain public dances, and to one or two private 
remarks of Vidler*s, Marlingate had chosen to couple 
Monypenny and Fanny Vidler in its gossip. Fanny was 

J 
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On the last day they strayed further, and found them- 
selves in the town of Belg-arswick, at the end of Dym- 
church wall. Belgarswick had once been modestly famed 
as a resort and bathingf-place, but lately it had crumbled, 
and now decayed streets of dirty windows and peeling- 
frontages converged on a cracked parade silted up with 
shingle. An empty bandstand stood, hollow and chipped 
like a decayed tooth, on a wide sweep of cement, where 
iron seats accommodated those few who wished still to 
sun themselves in the rotted town. The sight depressed 
the lovers — ^the shops either empty or stuffed with com- 
mon goods, the houses full of ghosts, the forlorn band- 
stand, the Assembly Room now used as a drill hall for 
the Rifle Volunteers. Morgan was merely disgusted 
and anxious to go back to the buttercups and the water- 
courses, but Monypenny found himself perversely at- 
tracted by the spectacle of decay, curious as to its causes 
— railways, he supposed, with their choosing and strand- 
ing, some shoddy pK>licy of Mayor and Corporation, or 
F)erhaps just a freak of climiate or of fate. . . . 

"Morgan," he said suddenly, "suppose Marlingate 
should ever be like this. ..." 

"Perhaps it will," said Morgan, and laughed. 

"Not in my lifetime." And back into his heart which 
had forgotten Marlingate rushed the old ambition and 
the old pride. This corpse of a watering-place made his 
eyes turn with love and desire to the far-away hills 
beyond which his town lived in its honour and triumph 
and dignity. He did not speak much as they walked 
back to the marsh, their footsteps ringing on the hot, 
split pavements, their few words mocked back to them 
from the p>eeling walls, but Morgan knew that it was 
the Mayor of Marlingate who walked beside her. 



§ 6 

That summer Monypenny planned the building of a 
new street. It should run from Becket Grove to the Park 
gates, with a view of Cuckoo Hill and the south-west 
sea. He talked it over with Figg, who terraced it. 
Park Terrace should stand at the head of a/ shallow flight 
of red brick steps, shelving down into the road; the 
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houses should.be of the same rustic shape as those in 
Becket Grove, and unlike those of black and barrelled 
frontage which he had designed for the Coney Banks. 
There was still a demand for good houses at the back 
of the town, especially since a neat yellow omnibus had 
begun to ply up and down the High Street. Monypenny 
had hesitated before allowing the Maidenhood stables 
to bring forth such a metropolitan enterprise, but he had 
seen the advantage of linking his residential background 
more closely with the sea. People came — he realised 
with a little pang of outrage — to Marlingate for the sea, 
and lived there for the sea. The sea, the enemy, was the 
town's greatest attraction. Well, he must make it ac- 
cessible, he must for Marlingate 's profit acquiesce in the 
attitude which ignored the town's own beauty, looking 
beyond it to alien, outside things. So the little yellow 
omnibus linked up the woods and the sea, crowded inside 
with jjetticoats and pelisses and outside with pot-hats 
and pardessus. 

Becket, partly from his unflagging local patriotism, 
partly from financial implication, was keenly interested in 
the venture of Park Terrace. In its earlier stages Mony- 
penny had not realised how this new creation would 
bring Morgan's husband out of the dim background 
where he lurked behind the lovers and set him down 
square and solid in the forefront of their lives. For over a 
year he had ignored Becket, thrust him aside, forget- 
ting* his debt to him and his dependence on him, but now 
he saw that neither he nor Marlingate could move a 
step forward without him. Becket was the financial 
backer of Marlingate and the husband of Morgan le Fay ; 
he was the commonplace, grotesque link between these 
two wcmderful things, the two great loves of Mony- 
penny 's life. Morgan and Marlingate — Becket supported 
and cherished and served them both ; both owed 
him the greater part of their success and dignity; the 
realisation seemed to give a kind of cosmic importance 
to the merchant as he inspected the sight of the new 
building with Monypenny. 

It was a windy September day, with rags of grey 
cloud flying before a wind that had the chills of autumn 
in it. The tamarisks bowed to the ruffled surface of the 
Slough, and away behind Becket Grove the oaks and 
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always been kind to me — and I married him because I 
wanted someone kind to help «me forget. ..." 

It was the first time they had discussed her marriage, 
and Monypenny found his words choked by an uneasy,' 
fumbling respect for Becket. So he had been kind to her 
— he had helped her through some dreadful lonely years 
when her lover had forsaken her. 

"But I couldn't forget, and after a time I felt sorry 
for what I had done. And then I was glad — oh, so 
glad ! " 

She turned away her face from his cheek and hid 
it in his shoulder. 

" What do you mean ? Why glad ? " 

"It was after I had been married a year, and I sud- 
denly discovered that I was different, I was learning- 
things Vd never known before, and I saw that people 
thought differently of me than they used to think — that 
I was a success. Then, when I saw that people thought 
differently, I felt that you too would think differently, 
that at last I had it in my power to make you really 
love me. And I vowed that I would. Yes, then — all 
those years ago ! It was something to live for — training 
myself to be fit for you. That was why I stopped 
away from Marlingate so long; I would not go back 
till I had made myself what I wanted to be for your 
sake. Oh, I saw how surprised you were when we 
first met — you scarcely recognised me. Then I knew 
that I had succeeded, and that night I cried for joy.** 

Monypenny could not speak. His thoughts were a 
conflict of joy and pain, pride and humiliation. It was 
strange that on the whole the rougher, more painful 
f ceilings predominated. This revelation by Morgan of her- 
self, of her kmg pursuit, humiliated him. Perhaps she 
would have been wise not so openly to have shown her 
hand. He had always looked upon himself and her as 
victims of fate, and now he alone was the victim, not 
of fate, but of her. She had pre-ordained him for her- 
self, and had- won by the strength and guile that a woman 
knows. And mixed with his humiliation was fear — of the 
love which was so much greater even than he had 
thought, which had the strength not of twelve but of 
a hundred months. He had an uneasy feeling that such 
a love could never be shut up in Marlingate. Tljose nar- 
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row, twisting streets could not ocHitain it; its nest was 
on the cliffs, not under the eaves. . . . 

He gently disengaged himself from her arm and went 
over to the window, looking down into Marlingate at the 
foot of the Coney Banks. It lay in the dusk like a grey 
pool, with lights like the reflections of stars. He had a 
sudden horrible consciousness that it was not there, it 
had vanished ; that was only a pond he was gazing at, 
fringed with dim, dipping/ shapesi of tamarisks. His eyes 
desperately fought the twilight for familiar landmarks, 
and at last dragged out the street of Mount Idle just 
fading out of the western light, then, as they grew more 
accustomed to the dimness, he saw the pallid facade of 
the Assembly Room and then the crook of Zuriel Place 
with Fish Street, yellow in the gleam of some new- 
kindled lamp. He heaved a sigh of relief and turned from 
the window. 

§ 5 

Through the winter into the spring, past the budding 
of the trees in Old Rumble Woods to the flowering of 
the sea-purslane under Cuckoo Hill, Morgan and Mony- 
penny carried their love, now beginning to wear the dear 
quiet tints of custom. The intense sunshine of their 
happiness had faded it out of some early crudeness into 
a thing rich and mellow. The adventure had not de- 
parted, but was focused in a steady vision. They wore 
their happiness with less self-consciousness, but no less 
wonder. 

For a year they had kept the secret of their love. 
This was due largely to Monypenny's discretion. Morgan 
alone would have been more reckless ; also, she had the 
single eye for the man's possession, whereas he saw both 
the woman and the town — ^both part of the same whole, it 
is true, yet each separately demanding his service. On 
this account he and Morgan had their first dispute, the 
little flutter of words which afterwards fell into its place, 
giving to their relations a queer bite and spice, the lack 
of which they had not felt before. Owing to his con- 
duct at certain public dances, and to one or two private 
remarks of Vidler's, Marlingate had chosen to couple 
Monypenny and Fanny Vidler in its gossip. Fanny was 

J 



142 Tamarisk Town 

beeches and ashes tossed and nodded their clumps. There 
was a shudder of wind from Old Rumble and a sigh from 
behind Cuckoo Hill. Mony penny shivered in the elegant 
light clothes of Marlingate*s summer season, and Becket 
rubbed red hands together. 

It was the first time for many years that they had 
been engaged like this in a common cause, and Mony- 
penny was conscious of restraints and awkwardness ; 
Becket, as might have been expected, talked about 
Morgan, but Monypenny missed his old irritation at 
the other's uxorious sentimentality. The clearness of 
vision which love brings now seemed a doubtful and 
double-edged gift, for to-day it enabled him to look 
through the upper crust of the merchant's folly and see 
the steadfast, loving nature it concealed. "He was kind 
to me — he's always been kind to me." Morgan's own 
words seemed to rise up with a curious kind of con- 
demnation as he walked beside the man he had wronged. 

They surveyed the patch of woodland at the bottom 
of Becket Grove and planned its clearing. Becket 
approved of the terrace scheme. 

"He's full of ideas, that young Figg — at least, you 
get the ideas and he puts a polish on them. Fancy your 
picking him up like that at the start, when no one else 
could see any chances in him ! He's on the way to being 
a great man now." 

"I hope he's not the only man whose name will be 
made by this town." 

"Not likely !. I know of at least one more — perhaps 
another." And he blew himself out a little. "Becket 
Grove — that sounds well, and it'll always be there to 
make people remember me." 

There was something about his attitude that wa$ 
honest and innocent and pathetic. Monypenny found him- 
self touched by it — ^was it that his heart had grown softer 
of late, or had Becket only just developed these endear- 
ing* genuine qualities of simplicity? It seemed strange 
that he should have to wrong the merchant before he 
should be able to recognise him as a fellownhuman-being. 
He did not like these thoughts and feelings — ^they hurt. 
Was it true that we were all linked up by our mutual 
wrongs, our common struggles, our forgivenesses? ... a 
world wider than Marlingate seemed to open, a grey world 
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in a half lig^ht, where men sinned sadly and unwillingly 
ag-ainst each other and as sadly and unwillingly forgave, 
where black and white and light and darkness were all 
smudged together in one grey blur of tears, tears of 
sorrow, tears of pardon. 

**I*m deeply attached to this town," said Becket, 
standing with his legs apart and staring at the spot where 
they had just built the ghost of a house. " It's done a 
lot for me. In the first place, it took me out of myself 
and helped me build up my life again after poor Emma's 
death, and it's made a bit of a name for me too — I like 
to feel I'm mixed up with it. And now look what it's 
done for my wife and little one. The baby gets fatter 
and rosier every day, and Morgan — haven't you noticed 
'how much better she looks? " 

She looks very well," said Monypenny. 
This last spell of seaside air has worked wonders 
for her. Last summer, before we came down, I thought 
she was getting a bit thin and off colour — wore herself out 
entertaining people. It's marvellous what a success she's 
been — won the Hurdiootts round and everything. But 
I think it took a lot out of her, and I'm glad she's had 
a quiet year." 

Monyi>enny said nothing. He stood grating in the 
earth with his malacca cane. Becket, not encouraged to 
proceed, turned rather reluctantly to the matter in hand. 
"Yes — I agree; we want big houses, and plenty of 
land to each. We might put up two or three to start 
with and see how they let." 

"There's no immediate hurry.'* 
"Oh, better start at once." 

Monypenny. turned slowly away towards the town. 
His heart was heavy — he realised how much he was in 
this man's debt, and for the moment could not stomach 
the thought of adding to his obligations. He would have 
liked to have been able to j>ay off every penny he owed 
Becket, and here he was piling up the burden. He sud- 
denly decided to drop Park Terrace for a time^and yet 
what prospect was there of his ever being able to take 
up the scheme again in more honourable circumstances? 
Either he must behave in a way that was an outrage to 
all decent feeling, or he must abandon a venture which 
was part of the success of Marlingate. 
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The wind blew into Monypenny, chilling* his thoughts. 
For the first time since that June of a year ag^o he saw 
incompatibility between hisi love for Morgan and his plans 
for Marlingate. The sunshine was gone from the woods, 
sucking out all the green and amber and gold, and in 
the cold, watery light of storm Monypenny seemed to see 
again the old strife — the strife he had realised in the 
bewilderment of those days between Morgan's renewed 
challenge and his surrender, but had afterwards lost sig-ht 
of in the peace wherein they had fK>ssessed each other. 
They were foes, Morgan and his town, and a truce could 
only temporarily break their warfare. He felt himself 
caught between them, and, for perhaps the first time in 
his life, a helpless thing, a man who is caught between 
two buffers, who is strug'gling and going to be 
crushed. . . . 

He threw off the oppressing mood, and turned to 
Becket with small talk of the town. The wind was blow- 
ing behind them down into Marlingate, and as the steely 
light of the storm moved over the sky everything seemed 
to take on a strange, metallic hardness. Between hills 
of lead Marlingate lay like a blot of rust, and down from 
behind !it iron woods crushed towards a gleaming, brazen 
sea. 

§ 7 

Monypenny persuaded Becket to shelve Park Terrace 
for a month or two. This was made easier by the rising- 
of the Marine Gardens on the horizon. The workmen 
had been quicker than the Council had expected, and the 
question of a grand Opening Day lay before the Town 
Committee at their November meeting-. Lewnes and 
Lusted and one or two others wanted to postpone the 
ceremony till next summer's season, but Monypenny, 
backed by Pelham, Breeds and Becket, wished to carry 
through the business at once. Monypenny pleaded for 
the Winter Season— that was, lif anything, the more im- 
portant of the two, the more " select " ; December, 
January and February were months to fill and fatten even 
beyond June, July and August. Winter brought the best 
people — ^they stayed longer, they spent more money, they 
bunched less in lodgings and hotels, indulging in " winter 
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residences" at the back of the town or on the Coney 
Banks. 

Monypenny spoke well. Abrupt and plain as ever, he 
seemed to have acquired lately some new quality of 
emotion; his appeal was vibrant in its restraint, and 
swept the Town Committee, who abandoned forthwith 
all cheaper ideals. Then Pelham rose, and with due 
ornament proposed that as that month would, they hoped, 
see Monypenny take office for the third year, he should 
himself perform the opening* ceremony at the Aquarium. 
The proceeding's might be linked up with those attending 
his election and a grand municipal festivity made of it. 
The Town Council, moved by a sudden enthusiasm for 
their young, grave Mayor, greeted Pelham *s proposal 
with stampings and cheers. Monypenny, surprised at his 
own popularity, suddenly became charming. With a new 
warm colour in his dusky skin, his melancholy eyes full 
of brightness, his fine teeth showing in unexpected smiles, 
he accepted almost boyishly this honour of his Coun- 
cillors and Aldermen. He laughed, he stammered, he 
showed for the first time signs of youthful nervousness. 
They cheered him to the beams of the Town Hall. 

2J^>eame out still smiling to himself, and was pursued 
whfiunofficial congratulations by Lewnes and Vidler. The 
latter walked with Monypenny as far as the Petty Passage 
Way. 

"I'm unaccountable glad of it. Mayor. Wot do we 
want to go hauling in furriners from outside to do our 
jobs, when we've a man in the town as 'ull do 'em better? 
I reckon Fanny 'ull be boco pleased. She always said as 
she'd be glad if you wur to take office another year." 

"It's very good of her, I'm sure," said Monypenny. 

"Her cold's better." 
I am delighted to hear it." 

I expect she'll be at the Archery Club Ball, but she 
was unaccountable sorry to miss Lady Cockstreet's even- 
ing party. Howsumdever, I tell her it'll do her good to be 
shut of a few routies — such a heap as she's had of 'em 
lately. And half the men in the town after her — she finds 
it tiring^." 

I expect she does. " 

Mrs. V. and I we often says to each other as we 
wish Fan ud settle down, but again we say it won't do 
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her no 'harm to be mighty particular. You see, she ain't 
like one of us — takes more after her mother's people. 
Only last week she refused young- Never-mind-who with 
five thousand a year. Td half a mind to tell her not 
to be so blame particular. She says she'll marry where 
her heart is, but I'm hemmed if I see any sense in her 
sitting" around waiting for what may never come." 

Monyp)enny had an uneasy feeling that Vidler was talk- 
ing- at him. The Alderman's manner was perfectly kind 
and friendly, but the Mayor thought he detected an under- 
tone of resentment. After all, he had alkywed himself, 
passively though not actively, to be coupled with Fanny 
in local gossip. He had made no real efforts at contra- 
diction, and it was quite possible that Fanny's own con- 
jectures had been aroused and even that her feelings had 
been touched. He felt an uneasy sense of shame as he 
shook hands with Vidler at the opening of the Passag^e 
Way. He liked the kindly Alderman, and could not bear 
the thought of doiing any harm to him or his. He also 
liked Fanny, and was really shocked to think that he 
might have caused her pain ax^d uneasiness. This was 
the second time that his love for Morgan had involved 
him in treachery and injury towards those whom he re- 
spected. As he climbed the Coney Banks to the house 
where Morg-an was waiting for him he asked himself 
bitterly if their love was inseparable from deceit and 
wrong. For two people in their public position to love 
secretly as they did was to involve themselves in all kinds 
of outrag-e. He saw the evil getting closer, the mud 
getting thicker . . . and by the time he reached the house 
his gay looks had quite faded, and he told her almost 
half-heartedly of the afternoon's doings. 

The dusk had fallen ; a soft grey mist was banking 
over the sea, rolling- up to the bluff of All Holland Hill. 
In the north and west the sky was clear, the radiance 
drifting down into the woods and smearing their brown 
and orange into the clouds. From behind Cuckoo Hill 
horns and shafts of light went up into the air, so that 
on the opposite slope the streak of Mount Idle glowed 
like a bar of porphyry. There was a coldness and rasp 
in the air, a gathering of mist and smoke and dew into 
damp curds, yet Monypenny agreed almost eagerly to 
Morgan's suggestion that they should go out on the hill. 
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She flung on a little cherry coloured camail, and they 
slipped down the narrow tongue of garden where the 
sunflowers hung their rain-sogged stalks, out of the back 
gate on to the slope of Cuckoo Hill, where it was all still 
and dusk and damp and rather cold. 

Between the tall narrow blocks of the Coney Bank 
> houses they could see the well of the town twinkling 
with soft lights, while more lights sprinkled the sea. . . . 
Morgan's hand dragged at M(Miypenny*s arm, and he 
looked down at her. Her face glowed wistfully in the 
dying light, pointed and pale between the flat black loops 
of her hair. The diisk had drunk all the colour out of her 
cherry tinted cloak, and he saw only the whiteness of her 
^ neck above it, stretched to his caresses. In a convulsion 
of passion and pain he drew hef to him, and as he kissed 
her lips and throat it was as if he drank up the sadness 
of the dusk and the night, and that strange loneKness of 
Cuckoo Hill, which was the loneliness of the edge of a 
town, more dreary than the wilderness. 

They stood clasped together there above the twinkling 
lights of Marlingate, one dim shape in the mist, a dark- 
ness patched only by the white gleam of their hands and 
faces. Without words and almost without joy they stood 
and kissed, while the fire in the sky died down behind 
them and shadows crept up round them from the grass, 
and below them Marlingate lay with a faint tinkle of 
music coming from its streets. 

A step sucking on the mud made the blotted shape 
against the wall suddenly dissolve itself into two creatures. 
A man's figure loomed up suddenly out of the darkness, 
' nearly ran into them^ then swung to the side with a 
muttered "Beg pardon." A smell of tobacco and a smell 
of fish seemed to linger after he had passed. 

"Did you see who that was? " asked Monypenny in a 
choked, abrupt voice. 

"No, I didn't." 
It was Gallop." 
Old Gallop of the Stade? " 

" Yes^ — there was just enough light to see him by. I 
wonder if he saw us." 

"I doubt it." 
Morgan — ^if he did — if he spoke- 






It would be a good job," said Moi^an. 
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§ 8 

Monypenny dined alone and drearily at Gun Garden 
House. After dinner he went into his study, where a fire 
was lighted, and threw himself into an arm-chair. His 
writing-desk was littered with papers — thick parchment- 
like papers embossed with a well-known coat of arms. 
On the occasional table by his side lay a fresh, uncut 
number of **Dr. Marigold's Prescriptions," but neither 
Marlingate's business nor the new Dickens had power 
with him now. Jle was in a terrible state of unrest. He 
lay back in his arm-chair with his long legs stretched to 
the hearth; the fire hummed and crackled, and the gas- 
jet by the chimney-piece whined a queer little song. Then 
he heard the wind get up and prowl, shaking doors and 
windows, rustling the trees and creepers, rumbling in the 
chimney. 

For a year he had lived in peace — indeed, |>eace was 
too negative a word for the thrilling quiet of mind and 
body that had been his ever since his surrender in Old 
Rumble Wood. Now he saw that this year had not been, 
as he had thought it, the beginning of a new era, but 
an interval between the old times and the new. For a 
year he had enjoyed both Morgan and Marlingate, but 
now he saw by certain disquieting tokens that he must 
make his choice between them. 

He reviewed these tokens in his mind. Strange to 
say, they started with the three days at Brenzett. He 
realised now for the first time that those days had been 
the beginning of disquiet. For they had shown him the 
difference between his relations with Morgan as they 
were and as they might be. Till then he had felt satisfied 
with their restrained, almost ceremonial intercourse, but 
the privacy and familiarity and freedom of those three 
days had shown him what Morgan could be if her setting 
were not a town, but a home ... if she were sitting 
opposite to him beside the fire. Now he had his desolate 
evenings. 

He thought of Brenzett — ^the sweet waking up and 
falling asleep together, the sharing of meals and walks 
and jokes and plans. All he had now instead of this was 
an occasional hidden handclasp, a darted look, a snatched 
shuddering moment of alarms on the hillside or in the 
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wood — ^and at last they had been seen, their discxwery was 
beginning; he would have to wrap himself closer and 
closer in deceit, court Fanny Viidler, fawn on Becket. . . . 

Ugh ! He sprang up out of his chair and walked 
across the room, pulling back the curtain from the 
window. Outside he saw his own gas dancing against 
the night, then as his eyes pierced the darkness he made 
out tangled lumps of woodland lying there beyond the 
cleared spaces of Becket Grove in a windy huddle imder 
the stars. He dropped the curtain and turned back into 
the room. 

After all he had been a fool not to have seen further 
at the start. He might have known that it would be 
impossible for a maii and woman to love undetected in 
their public station. The eyes of all Marlingate were 
upon him, the tongues of all Marlingate discussed him, 
the minds of all Marlingate pondered him — and she was 
in scarcely a more private situation. They were bound 
to be discovered sooner or later, unless he stooped to 
fresh outrages of deceit. Some men in his place would 
have married Fanny Vidler, but the thought of it made 
him sick. 

Besides, what he wanted was not a long-drawn in- 
trigue ; he wanted Morgan for his wife. He had learned 
that at Brenzett — ^he had learned how much more she 
could be to him .than she was now. After all, their 
relation was difficult and unsatisfactory, a thing of alarms 
and starts and deceits. As dear friend and wife . . . 
the very thought was torture to his longing. Yet how 
could it be? Becket was her husband, and could be 
put aside only through a scandal which would lose Mar- 
lingate to the man who had made it. He saw now that 
he could have Morgan as he had dreamed, but only if 
he went to her outside the camp, only if he shook from 
his feet the dear dust of his town. . . . 

A feeling of anger rose up in him. Why could not 
things have stayed as they were? Why could not he 
and Morgan have tripped on for ever like marionettes 
through the combined mazes of the borough dance ? Why 
had the fiddles suddenly stopped and left him with her 
there in the middle of the floor, knowing that he must 
either bow and leave her and seek another partner or go 
out with her into the darkness, never to come back? 



140 Tamarisk Town 

On the last day they strayed further, and found them- 
selves in the town of Belgarswick, at the end of Dym- 
church wall. Belgarswick had once been modestly famed 
as a resort and bathing-place, but lately it had crumbled, 
and now decayed streets of dirty windows and peeling 
frontages converged on a cracked parade silted up with 
shingle. An empty bandstand stood, hollow and chipped 
like a decayed tooth, on a wide sweep of cement, where 
iron seats accommodated those few who wished still to 
sun themselves in the rotted town. The sight depressed 
the lovers — ^the shops either empty or stuffed with com- 
mon goods, the houses full of ghosts, the forlorn band- 
stand, the Assembly Room now used as a drill hall for 
the Rifle Volunteers. Morgan was merely disgusted 
and anxious to go back to the buttercups and the water- 
courses, but Monypenny found himself perversely at- 
tracted by the spectacle of decay, curious as to its causes 
— railways, he supposed, with their choosing and strand- 
ing, some shoddy policy of Mayor and Corporation, or 
perhaps just a freak of climiate or of fate. . . . 

"Morgan," he said suddenly, "suppose Marlingate 
should ever be like this. ..." 

"Perhaps it will," said Morgan, and laughed. 

"Not in my lifetime." And back into his heart which 
had forgotten Marlingate rushed the old ambition and 
the old pride. This corpse of a watering-place made his 
eyes turn with love and desire to the far-away hills 
beyond which his town lived in its honour and triumph 
and dignity. He did not speak much as they walked 
back to the marsh, their footsteps ringing on the hot, 
split pavements, their few words mocked back to them 
from the peeling walls, but Morgan knew that it was 
the Mayor of Marlingate who walked beside her. 



§ 6 

That summer Monypenny planned the building of a 
new street. It should run from Becket Grove to the Park 
gates, with a view of Cuckoo Hill and the south-west 
sea. He talked it over with Figg, who terraced it. 
Park Terrace should stand at the head of ai shallow flight 
of red brick steps, shelving down into the road; the 
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houses should.be of the same rustic shape as those in 
Becket Grove, and unlike those of black and barrelled 
frontage which he had designed for the Coney Banks. 
There was still a demand for good houses at the back 
of the town, especially since a neat yellow omnibus had 
begun to ply up and down the High Street. Monypenny 

' had hesitated before allowing the Maidenhood stables 
to bring forth such a metropolitan enterprise, but he had 
seen the advantage of linking his residential background 
more closely with the sea. People came— 4ie realised 
with a little pang of outrage — to Marlingate for the sea, 
and lived there for the sea. The sea, the enemy, was the 
town's greatest attraction. Well, he must make it ac- 

^ cessible, he must for Marlingate 's profit acquiesce in the 
attitude which ignored the town's own beauty, looking 
beyond it to alien, outside things. So the little yellow 
omnibus linked up the woods and the sea, crowded inside 
with petticoats and pelisses and outside with pot-hats 
and pardessus. 

Becket, partly from his unflagging local patriotism, 
partly from financial implication, was keenly interested in 
the venture of Park Terrace. In its earlier stages Mony- 
penny had not realised how this new creation would 
bring Morgan's husband out of the diim background 
where he lurked behind the lovers and set him down 
square and solid in the forefront of their lives. For over a 
year he had ignored Becket, thrust him aside, forget- 
ting his debt to him and his dependence on him, but now 
he saw that neither he nor Marlingate could move a 
step forward without him. Becket was the financial 

' backer of Marlingate and the husband of Morgan le Fay ; 
he was the commonplace, grotesque link between these 
two wonderful things, the two great loves of Mony- 
penny 's life. Morgan and Marlingate — Becket supported 
and cherished and served them both; both owed 
him the greater part of their success and dignity; the 
realisation seemed to give a kind of cosmic importance 

. to the merchant as he inspected the sight of the new 
building with Monypenny. 

It was a windy September day, with rags of grey 
cloud flying before a wind that had the chills of autumn 
in it. The tamarisks bowed to the ruffled s\^rface of the 
Slough, and away behind Becket Grove the oaks and 
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beeches and ashes tossed and nodded their clumps. There 
was a shudder of wind from Old Rumble and a sigh from 
behind Cuckoo Hill. Monypenny shivered in the elegant 
light clothes of Marlingate*s summer season, and Becket 
rubbed red hands together. 

It was the first time for many years that they had 
been engaged like this in a common cause, and Mony- 
penny was conscious of restraints and awkwardness ; 
Becket, as might have been expected, talked about 
Morgan, but Monypenny missed his old irritation at 
the other's uxorious sentimentality. The clearness of 
vision which love brings now seemed a doubtful and 
double-edged gift, for to-day it enabled him to look 
through the upp)er crust of the merchant's folly and see 
the steadfast, loving nature it concealed. "He was kind 
to me — he's always been kind to me." Morgan's own 
words seemed to rise up with a curious kind of con- 
demnation as he walked beside the man he had wronged. 

They surveyed the patch of woodland at the bottom 
of Becket Grove and planned its clearing. Becket 
approved of the terrace scheme. 

"He's full of ideas, that young Figg — at least, you 
get the ideas and he puts a polish on them. Fancy your 
picking him up like that at the start, when no one else 
could see any chances in him ! He's on the way to being 
a great man now." 

"I hope he's not the only man whose name will be 
made by this town." 

"Not likely !. I know of at least one more — ^perhaps 
another." And he blew himself out a little. "Becket 
Grove — that sounds well, and it'll always be there to 
make people remember me." 

There was something about his attitude that was 
honest and innocent and pathetic. Monypenny found him- 
self touched by it — ^was it that his heart had grown softer 
of late, or had Becket only just developed these endear- 
i^> genuine qualities of simplicity? It seemed strange 
that he should have to wrong the merchant before he 
should be able to recognise him as a fellow-human-being. 
He did not like these thoughts and feelings — they hurt. 
Was it true that we were all linked up by our mutual 
wrongs, our common struggles, our forgivenesses? ... a 
world wider than Marlingate seemed to open, a grey world 
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In a half lig^ht, where men sinned sadly and unwillingly 
against each other and as sadly and unwillingly forgave, 
where black and white and light and darkness were all 
smudged together in one grey blur of tears, tears of 
sorrow, tears of pardon. 

"Tm deeply attached to this town," said Beckct, 
standing with his legs apart and staring at the spot where 
they had just built the ghost of a house. **It*s done a 
lot* for me. In the first place, it took me out of myself 
and helped me build up my life again after poor Emma's 
death, and it's made a bit of a name for me too — I like 
to feel Tm mixed up with it. And now look what it*s 
done for my wife and little one. The baby gets fatter 
and rosier every day, and Morgan — ^haven't you noticed 
^how much better she looks? " 

She looks very well," said Monypenny. 
This last spell of seaside air has worked wonders 
for her. Last summer, before we came down, I thought 
she was getting a bit thin and off colour — wore herself out 
entertaining i>eople. It's marvellous what a success she's 
been — ^won the Hurdiootts round and everything. But 
I think it took a lot out of her, and I'm glad she's had 
a quiet year." 

Monypenny said nothing. He stood grating in the 
earth with his malacca cane. Becket, not encouraged to 
proceed, turned rather reluctantly to the matter in hand. 
"Yes — I agree; we want big houses, and plenty of 
land to each. We might put up two or three to start 
with and see how they let." 

"There's no immediate hurry." 
"Oh, better start at once." 

Monypenny. turned slowly away towards the town. 
His heart was heavy — he realised how much he was in 
this man's debt, and for the moment could not stomach 
the thought of adding to his obligations. He would have 
liked to have been able to i>ay off every penny he owed 
Becket, and here be was piling up the burden. He sud- 
denly decided to drop Park Terrace for a time— -and yet 
what prosj>ect was there of his ever being able to take 
up the scheme again in more honourable circumstances? 
Either he must behave lin a way that was an outrage to 
all decent feeling, or he must abandon a venture which 
was part of the success of Marlingate. 
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The wind blew into Monypenny, chilling- his thoughts. 
For the first time since that June of a year agfo he saw 
incompatibility between hisi love for Morgan and his plans 
for Marlingate. The sunshine was gone from the woods, 
sucking" out all the green and amber and gold, and in 
the cold, watery light of storm Monypenny seemed to see 
again the old strife — ^the strife he had realised in the 
bewilderment of those days between Morgan's renewed 
challenge and his surrender, but had afterwards lost sig-ht 
of in the peace wherein they had fK>ssessed each other. 
They were foes, Morgan and his town, and a truce could 
only temporarily break their warfare. He felt himself 
caught between them, and, for perhaps the first time in 
his life, a helpless thing, a man who is caught between 
two buffers, who is strug'gling and going* to be 
crushed. . . . 

He threw off the oppressing mood, and turned to 
Becket with small talk of the town. The wind was blow- 
ing behind them down into Marlingate, and as the steely 
light of the storm moved over the sky everything seemed 
to take on a strange, metallic hardness. Between hills 
of lead Marlingate lay like a blot of rust, and down from 
behind St iron woods crushed towards a gleaming", brazen 
sea. 

§ 7 

Monypenny persuaded Becket to shelve Park Terrace 
for a month or two. This was made easier by the rising 
of the Marine Gardens on the horizon. The workmen 
had been quicker than the Council had expected, and the 
question of a grand Opening Day lay before the Town 
Committee at their November meeting-. Lewnes and 
Lusted and one or two others wanted to postpone the 
ceremony till next summer's season, but Monypenny, 
backed by Pelham, Breeds and Becket, wished to carry 
through the business at once. Monypenny pleaded for 
the Winter Season— that was, lif anything, the more im- 
portant of the two, the more " select " ; December, 
January and February were months to fill and fatten even 
beyond June, July and August. Winter brought the best 
people — ^they stayed longfer, they spent more money, they 
bunched less in lodgingfs and hotels, indulging in " winter 
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residences " at the back of the town or on the Coney 
Banks. 

Monypenny spoke well. Abrupt and plain as ever, he 
seemed to have acquired lately some new quality of 
emotion; his appeal was vibrant in its restraint, and 
swept the Town Committee, who abandoned forthwith 
all cheaper ideals. Then Pelham rose, and with due 
ornament proposed that as that month would, they hoped, 
see Monypenny take office for the third year, he should 
himself perform the opening* ceremony at the Aquarium. 
The proceeding's might be linked up with those attending 
his election and a grand municipal festivity made of it. 
The Town Council, moved by a sudden enthusiasm for 
their young, grave Mayor, greeted Pelham *s proposal 
with stampings and cheers. Monypenny, surprised at his 
own popularity, suddenly became charming. With a new 
warm colour in his dusky skin, his melancholy eyes full 
of brightness, his fine teeth showing in unexpected smiles, 
he accepted almost boyishly this honour of his Coun- 
cillors and Aldermen. He laughed, he stammered, he 
showed for the first time signs of youthful nervousness. 
They cheered him to the beams of the Town Hall. 

H^^^esane out still smiling to himself, and was pursued 
wftKunofficial congratulations by Lewnes and Vidler. The 
latter walked with Monypenny as far as the Petty Passage 
Way. 

"I'm unaccountable glad of it. Mayor. Wot do we 
want to go hauling in furriners from outside to do our 
jobs, when we've a man in the town as 'ull do 'em better? 
I reckon Fanny 'ull be boco pleased. She always said as 
she'd be glad if you wur to take office another year." 

**It's very good of her, I'm sure," said Monypenny. 

"Her cold's better." 
I am delighted to hear it." 

I expect she'll be at the Archery Club Ball, but she 
was unaccountable sorry to miss Lady Cockstreet's even- 
ing party. Howsumdever, I tell her it'll do her good to be 
shut of a few routies — such a heap as she's had of 'em 
lately. And half the men in the town after her — she finds 
it tiringf." 

" I expect she does." 

"Mrs. V. and I we often says to each other as we 
wish Fan ud settle down, but again we say it won't do 
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her no 'harm to be migihty particular. You see, she ain't 
like one of us — ^takes more after her mother's people. 
Only last week she refused young- Never-mind-who with 
five thousand a year. I'd half a mind to tell her not 
to be so blame particular. She says she'll marry where 
her heart is, but I'm hemmed if I see any sense in her 
sitting- around waiting for what may never come." 

Monypenny had an uneasy feeling that Vidler was talk- 
ing- at him. The Alderman's manner was perfectly kind 
and friendly, but the Mayor thought he detected an under- 
tone of resentment. After all, he had allowed himself, 
passively thougih not actively, to be coupled with Fanny 
in local gossip. He had made no real efforts at contra- 
diction, and it was quite possible that Fanny's own con- 
jectures had been aroused and even that her feelings had 
been touched. He felt an uneasy sense of shame as he 
shook hands with Vidler at the opening of the Passage 
Way. He liked the kindly Alderman, and could not bear 
the thought of doling any harm to him or his. He also 
liked Fanny, and was really shocked to think that he 
might have caused her pain ai;id uneasiness. This was 
the second time that his love for Morgan had involved 
him in treachery and injury towards those whom he re- 
spected. As he climbed the Coney Banks to the house 
where Morgfan was waiting for him he asked himself 
bitterly if Sieir love was inseparable from deceit and 
wrong. For two people in their public position to love 
secretly as they did was to involve themselves in all kinds 
of outrag-e. He saw the evil getting closer, the mud 
getting tiiicker . . . and by the time he reached the house 
his gay looks had quite faded, and he told her almost 
half-heartedly of the aftenKX>n's doings. 

The dusk had fallen ; a soft grey mist was banking 
over the sea, rolling up to the bluff of All Holland Hill. 
In the north and west the sky was clear, the radiance 
drifting down into the woods and smearing their brown 
and orange into the clouds. From behind Cuckoo Hill 
horns and shafts of light went up into the air, so that 
on the opposite slope the streak of Mount Idle glowed 
like a bar of porphyry. There was a coldness and rasp 
in the air, a gathering of mist and smoke and dew into 
damp curds, yet Monypenny agreed almost eagerly to 
Morgan's suggestion that they should go out on the hill. 
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She flung on a little cherry coloured camail, and they 
slipped down the narrow tongue of garden where the 
sunflowers hung their rain-sogged stalks, out of the back 
gate on to the slope of Cuckoo Hill, where it was all still 
and dusk and damp and rather cold. 

Between the tall narrow blocks of the Coney Bank 
houses they could see the well of the town twinkling 
with soft lights, while more lights sprinkled the sea. . . . 
Morgan's hand dragged at Monypenny*s arm, and he 
looked down at her. Her face glowed wistfully in the 
dying light, pointed and pale between the flat black loops 
of her hair. The dusk had drunk all the colour out of her 
cherry tinted cloak, and he saw only the whiteness of her 
neck above it, stretched to his caresses. In a convulsion 
of passion and pain he drew het to him, and as he kissed 
her lips and throat it was as if he drank up the sadness 
of the dusk and the night, and that strange loneliness of 
Cuckoo Hill, which was the loneliness of the edge of a 
town, more dreary than the wilderness. 

They stood clasped together there above the twinkling 
lights of Marlingate, one dim shape in the mist, a dark- 
ness patched only by the white gleam of their hands and 
faces. Without words and almost without joy they stood 
and kissed, while the fire in the sky died down behind 
them and shadows crept up round them from the grass, 
and below them Marlingate lay with a faint tinkle of 
music coming from its streets. 

A step sucking on the mud made the blotted shape 
against the wall suddenly dissolve itself into two creatures. 
A man's figure loomed up suddenly out of the darkness, 
nearly ran into them^ then swung to the side with a 
muttered " Beg pardon. " A smell of tobacco and a smell 
of fish seemed to linger after he had passed. 

"Oid you see who that was? " asked Mony penny in a 
choked, abrupt voice. 

"No, I didn't." 

"It was Galk>p." 

"Old Gallop of the Stade? " 

" Yes — there was just enough light to see him by. I 
wonder if he saw us." 

"I doubt it." 

"Morgan — ^^if he did — if he spoke " 

"It would be a good job," said Moi^an. 



148 Tamarisk Town 

§ 8 

Monypenny dined alone and drearily at Grun Garden 
House. After dinner he went into his study, where a fire 
was lighted, and threw himself into an arm-chair. His 
writing-desk was littiered with papers — thick parchment- 
like papers embossed with a well-known coat of arms. 
On the ocx:ajsiional table by his side lay a fresh, uncut 
number of "Dr. Marigold's Prescriptions," but neither 
Marlingate*s business nor the new Dickens had power 
with him now. Jle was in a terrible state of unrest. He 
lay back in his arm-chair with his long legs stretched to 
the hearth; the fire himimed and crackled, and the gas- 
jet by the chimney-piece whined a queer little song. Then 
he heard the wind get up and prowl, shaking doors and 
windows, rustling the trees and creepers, rumbling in the 
chimney. 

For a year he had lived in peace — indeed, peace was 
too negative a word for the thrilling quiet of mind and 
body that had been his ever since his surrender in Old 
Rumble Wood. Now he saw that this year had not been, 
as he had thought it, the beginning of a new era, but 
an interval between the old times and the new. For a 
year he had enjoyed both Morgan and Marlingate, but 
now he saw by certain disquieting tokens that he must 
make his choice between them. 

He reviewed these tokens in his mind. Strange to 
say, they started with the three days at Brenzett. He 
realised now for the first time that those days had been 
the beginning of disquiet. For they had sihown him the 
difference between his relations with Morgan as they 
were and as they might be. Till then he had felt satisfied 
with their restrained, almost ceremonial intercourse, but 
the privacy and familiarity and freedom of those three 
days had shown him what Morgan could be if her settiitg 
were not a town, but a home ... if she were sitting 
opposite to him beside the fire. Now he had his desolate 
evenings. 

He thought of Brenzett — the sweet waking up and 
falling asleep together, the sharing of meals and walks 
and jokes and plans. All he had now instead of this was 
an occasional hidden handclasp, a darted look, a snatched 
shuddering moment of alarms on the hillside or in the 



The Betrayal 149 

wood — ^and at last they had been seen, their discovery was 
beginning*; he would have to wrap himself closer and 
closer in deceit, court Fanny Vidler, fawn on Becket. . . . 

Ugh ! He sprang up out of his chair and walked 
across the room, pulling back the curtain from the 
window. Outside he saw his own gas dancing against 
the night, then as his eyes pierced the darkness he made 
out tangled lumps of woodland lying there beyond the 
cleared spaces of Becket Grove in a windy huddle under 
the stars. He dropped the curtain and turned back into 
the room. 

After all he had been a fool not to have seen further 
at the start. He might have known that it would be 
impossible for a maii and woman to love undetected in 
their public station. The eyes of all Marlingate were 
upon him, the tongues of all Marlingate discussed him, 
the minds of all Marlingate pondered him — ^and she was 
in scarcely a more private situation. They were bound 
to be discovered sooner or later, unless he stooped to 
fresh outrages of deceit. Some men in his place would 
have married Fanny Vidler, but the thought of it made 
him sick. 

Besides, what he wanted was not a long-drawn in- 
trigue; he wanted Morgan for his wife. He had learned 
that at Brenzett — ^he had learned how much more she 
could be to him .than she was now. After all, their 
relation was difficult and unsatisfactory, a thing of alarms 
and starts and deceits. As dear friend and wife . . . 
the very thought was torture to his longing. Yet how 
could it be? Becket was her husband, and could be 
put aside only through a scandal which would lose Mar- 
lingate to the man who had made it. He saw now that 
he could have Morgan as he had dreamed, but only if 
he went to her outside the camp, only if he shook from 
his feet the dear dust of his town. . . . 

A feeling of anger rose up in him. Why could not 
things have stayed as they were? Why could not he 
and Morgan have tripped on for ever like marionettes 
through the combined mazes of the borough dance ? Why 
had the fiddles suddenly stopped and left him with her 
there in the middle of the floor, knowing that he must 
either bow and leave her and seek another partner or go 
out with her into the darkness, never to come back? 
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What could he do? He hid his face in his hands,; 
and his mind was black with thought. Which of these 
two dear things could he forsake? — the town which >vas 
his own creation or the woman whose new creation he 
was. He had made Marlingate a town and Morgan had 
made him a man. Which could he soonest betray? He 
thought of his youth and early manhood spent for Mar- 
lingate, his watchings and strugglings and denials, his 
achievement and success. Then he thought of Morgan 
and how she had poured fire and colour into the grey 
mould of his life, how she had brought him wisdom older 
than the world, how she had taught him to feel and taught 
him to see. He had been only half a man before her 
love had wakened his dormant passion and virility, had 
picked his youth out of the streets where he had lost it 
and brought it back to delight them both. He could not 
go back to that state of unfulfilment in which he had 
lived till he found her. Marlingate had quickened only 
half of him . . . Marlingate and Morgan — if only he could 
have loved one of them a little less. 

As he withdrew his hands from his eyes he saw the 
spread papers on the writing table — "Constans Fidei." 
The borough motto brought him a qualm of remorse. 
Was he going to prove unfaithful to the work of his 
own hands? Of course by now Marlingate was firmly 
established^ and doubtless it could get on without him, 
though not so gloriously. But could he live without it, 
apart from its interests, away from the sweet formalities 
of its social life? He longed to talk over his doubts with 
Morgan, yet he knew what her attitude would be. Morgan 
would for his sake leave to-morrow her home, her hus- 
band, even her child — she would toss her good name like 
spray to the wind. She could never understand how the 
thought of Marlingate had power to hold him when all 
her links were snapped so easily. Her failure to grasp 
the real s^ignificance of Marlingate to him was one of the 
few blank spaces in their relation. She had never lain 
awake and planned its glory, shuddered at Sts risks. . . . 
Yet he remembered Morgan at Brenzett, her beauty, her 
straying sweetness, her moods like shifting sunlight and 
chasing wind — and underneath it all the calm solid 
strength of her love, half savage, half maternal, and 
wholly strong and fine, like the earth under waving grass. 
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She seemed then to Ms stricken thought as the most 
wonderful thing in the world. With her sailing- ease and 
dignity and grace she yet carried that elemental wildness 
which would blow adventure into marriage, and though 
her love made her sometimes just a form of physical 
passion, yet that passion had none of the frets and fumes 
and fires with which lit wears out some souls — lit was deep 
and still and peaceful as the earth, not the outward smoky 
expression of love, but its inmost core of rest. 

He flung himself back in the chair, and remained 
huddled there till West brought him his bedtime grc^ of 
hot whisky and water. Monypenny sent him away — ^he 
felt he could not bear his presence lin his room — ^and un- 
dressed alone. The great gloomy bedroom was cold, and 
Monypenny hurried through his toilet, tumbling quickly 
into the big bed, where he lay huddled up, looking 
strangely small and insignificant amidst the heaped bed- 
ding. Outside Marlingate lay in a thin spatter of lights. 

A few street lamps, a clump of sleeping houses, a boy 
huddled up alone in a great bed, so Marlingate and its 
Mayor showed to the pitiful, §low-moving darkness. 

§ 9 

The next day he had arranged to meet Morgan in the 
woods. There is a little hollow just where Old Rumble 
Wood sprawls on to Spitalman's Down, and the hollow, 
with the scrub of trees beyond it, is known as Harold's 
Plat; for the legend says that it was here that Harold 
stood when his hairy Saxon troops poured out through 
the Warriors* Gate to meet the conqueror. Harold's 
Plat looked pale and fairy-like that autumn day. In a 
bright, cold sunshine the spindled tracery of the oaks 
and ashes waved golden against the fragile blue of the 
sky. Here and there on the oaks were clumps and 
clusters of brown and golden leayes — the ashes were bare 
— and underfoot was a thick straw of gold, as the fallen 
leaves mixed with the rusting fern. It was all picked out 
5n frail, shining colours, wet, tremulous, gleaming and 
pale, except for a vivid patch of criimson, which was 
Morgan's cape, her little caj>e of yesterday, as she sat 
on an ash-stump waiting for her lover — beneath it her 
brown dress flowed down soberly into the leaves. 
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He had made no definite plan of confidence, but it 
was astcMlishingf how soon after their greetings the tale 
of his difficulty was poured out. Perhaps she had helped 
it by her anxious inquiries as to his health — she thought 
he looked ill and harassed. After he had told her every- 
thing she sat quite still, her hands clasped in her lap, 
but he saw- diawning slowly in her eyes the expression of 
that joy which he had dreaded. 

"Is that because Gallop saw us — or did not see us — 
yesterday? " s'he asked in a matter-of-fact voice. 

"Well, it brought things to a climax, somehow — ^but 
of course lit was nothing 5n itself. Pd been anxious for 
months. I — -I think fit began at Brenzett." 

"Why then?" 

"Because then, I think, I saw how much more we 
still might be toi each other." 

Morgan's sweet low laugh broke the stillness of 
Harold's Plat. She turned to Monypenny and took his 
eager, harassed face between her hands. His eyes were 
restless with pain, and partly her laugh had caused it. 
He was always a little disquieted by that laugh, low- 
pitched and tricking like the fall of water. It seemed 
to him only half human, and it emphasised those qualities 
he could only partly apprehend in Morgan, the side of 
her he could never possess. He remembered how he had 
always been afraid of her laugh, in the far-off days when 
it was just a maddening climax to a general impossibility 
as much as now when lit was merely a flaw in her per- 
fection. And yet . . . there was the paradox that without 
this disturbing, elus^ive sidfe of her Morgan would lose 
half her power ; the delight, the freshness, the beauty and 
the adventure of her was due to this same strange, sub- 
human quality which so often shocked and mystified him. 

"Morgan," he said feebly. 

"My dear." 

"I know you're glad — ^but I wish you would say so, 
instead of laughing." 

"Of course I'm glad — and I can't help laughing. Oh, 
how I should like to see the faces of the Aldermen and 
Councillors when they find that the Mayor has run away 
with^ " 

It was a sudden — ^and practically the first — revlival of 
little Wells the governess, Monypenny stiffened. 
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" But the Mayor is not going" to run away. Morgan, 
I'm wretched with the contrivance and uncertainty of all 
this, but I can't see what change we could make for the 
better. I can't possibly give up Marlingate." 

"Why not? " she asked nonchalantly. 

"Because I love it." 

"And don't you love me? " 

"Ob, my God! . . ." 

"Well, you can't love both of us." 

"Why not? " It was his turn to ask. 

" For the reasons you've just given me. Things have 
come to a climax, and can't go on as they did before. 
You've got to choose." 

"Morgan, you don't know what this town means to 
me." 

"I've heard you say that before," she was tempted 
to reply, but his expression and attitude killed all mockery 
in her. He sat with his hands clenched on his knees, his 
long chin thrust forward, and his mouth set. His mouth 
was the mouth of a fanatic, but his eyes were the eyes of 
a lover, craving and piteous, scarcely striving to do battle 
wlith the sterner part of him, merely calling her, strain- 
ing to her — she came closer to him on the ash-stump, 
crushing little twigs and leaves. 

"Edward, I know what this town means to you. I 
know what it has done for you and I know what you have 
done for it. You've given it all your best, your youth, 
your brains, your energies. You've turned a poor little 
fishing-v!iUage into a thriving watering-place, you've made 
Marlingate famous and, as far as such, a town may be, 
beautiful. And now I'll tell you what it's done for you — 
it's drained all the youth and activity out of you, it^s 
made you narrow and repressed and middle-aged long 
before your time, it's boxed you up and shut you in, 
it's throttled you and crushed you, and if I had not been 
there to save you it would have bled you and bleached 
you, thrown you out without any life or love or colour 
left — that's what Marlingate means to you; it means 
your death." 

He was amazed at the earnestness, almost the hatred, 
of her words. Her voice shook with passion against the 
town as if it had been a living thing, and there was at 
the same time something of the dread and foreboding of 

K 



154 Tamarisk Town 

a prophet lin her appeal. She was too dose to him now 
for safety, and his arm stole round her, drawing her up 
against him — which was perhaps how she had meant the 
outburst to end. Their kiss was the length of a robin's 
song among the bare ash trees of Harold's Plat, and 
when he lifted his mouth from hers it was once more 
the mouth of a lover. 

With a queer little sigh Morgan smoothed her crimson 
cape and settled up against him on the stump. Then she 
began to plan more definJitely and daringly than he had 
ever imagined. They would go away together — abroad 
— see those wonderful places of scent and sunshine where 
love is just one of the many flowers of the land. Becket, 
always kind, would grant a divorce, and they would 
marry and live at Florence or at Capri, which she, little 
Wells, had seen, and could describe to the solemn, por- 
tentous, untravelled Mayor of Marlingate. They would 
have children . . . 

"And your own, Morgan? " — 'he interrupted. "Do 
you realise that you will have to leave your child? Will 
other children make up for that? " 

" Lindsay is only half mine ; the other half is Hug-o's. 
Those will be all mine, because they will be yours too, 
and you are mine." 

"There's something not quite human about you, 
Morgan." 

"Because I shall love the children of the man I love 
better than the children of the man I don't love? " 

"No — ^not that; though that suggested it." 

" * Forget, mortal lover, the wood-fairy's kiss. 
The kiss of the child of the thorn ' " . . . 

— she mocked him, round-eyed and round-mouthed, 
like an elf sitting on a stump. 

"Those were doleful verses of yours, Edward — I sus- 
I>ected then that there was something about me that you 
did not understand." 

He laughed, somehow pleased and amused at the in- 
adequacy of her definitSon of his state. 

"They suit you, those words — they describe you — 
' the child of the thorn. ' " 

" I don't know whether I shall take them as a compli- 
ment." 
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"You shall, you shall, for they express just a little of 
your wonder." 

"You talk like a i>oem. When I first met you you 
talked like the minutes of a Town Council meeting." 

**Oh, Morgan ..." Her simile had revived a little of 
the lost pain. 

"You talk like a poem, and in a month or two you 
shall live like a poem." 

**My dear — I can^t be sure — I can't promise — I — 
I " 

He was trembling now, his arms round her waist, 
his head huddled against her shoulder. She sat upright, 
almost triumphantly, for in spite of his stammers and 
hesitations she knew that he was won. Her cheeks were 
red and glowing as the leaves fluttering near her head or 
as the robin's breast among the boughs; she had taken 
off her hat, and held it in her lap with trembling, trium- 
phant hands. 

Monypenny sat huddled against her, his eyes fixed on 
the ground, where his big feet and her little ones lay 
mixed together in the leaves. Once he looked up and 
saw in the dim distance, in a dip of the woods, all 
spindled over with the bare branches of Harold's Plat, 
a patch of red. It was Marlingate, just where it sihs 
up against All Holland Hill above the High Street and 
the old Gut's Mouth. He stared at it almost unrecog- 
nisingly, then lifted his eyes to the beautiful, glowing, 
mysterious face above him. 

"The child of the thorn. ..." 



§ 10 

The next day was a great day in Marlingate, for it 
was the day of the Mayoral election and also, in the 
afternoon, of the opening of the Marine Gardens and 
Aquarium by the newly elected Monypenny. There had 
never been any question of a rival, and indeed all the 
, municipal elections had passed off very peacefully. There 
had been a sharpish contest in the Fish Street Ward, 
where Vidler had risked losing his seat to a fisherman 
candidate, one of Gallop's numerous sons-in-law; and 
Becket had been returned for St. Nicholas' Ward in the 
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place of Wastel, who was retiring on the plea of old 
age and failing health. Otherwise the Town Council was 
exactly as before, and went whole-heartedly to the busi- 
ness of re-electing Monypenny as Mayor. Then fol- 
lowed the election of Aldermen, with the addition of 
Lusted and Breeds. Tom Potter was started on his 
thirteenth year as Town Clerk, and finally the Town 
Committee was reappointed, enriched by a Hurdicott of 
Graveley. 

After the elections )came lunqheon at ,the Marine 
Hotel — the Mayoral Banquet would take place at the 
Maidenhood the next day. Then the solemn procession 
formed itself and wound down High Street to the 
Marine Gardens and Aquarium. It was very like the 
day of Monypenny *s first election to the MLayoralty. The 
town turned out on its streets to see the young Mayor 
drive by, erect and solitary in his huge swaying carriage, 
with the two mace-bearers mounted behind in blue and 
silver cloaks and laced hats. 

" Monypenny, Monypenny, 
Mayor of Marl in gate ! " . 

The town boys had made a kind of song of it since 
the last occasion, and chanted it after his carriage as it 
rolled and wallowed in the trough of the street between 
the high pavements, y/hich towered above him, so that 
in some places the feet of the spectators were on a level 
with his cocked hat. Monypenny did not look so shy 
and formal as he had looked two years ago, neither did 
he look so excited and proud. The morning's formalities 
had wearied him a little, he had been conscious of a 
burning impatience to get shut of this borough traffic 
and do the two things he wanted most — ^thlink, and talk 
to Morgan. 

All the afternoon of the day before and most of the 
night he had pondered the new set of circumstances 
tJiat had arisen, the new adventure that had broken up 
the old. He had not, in fact, utterly committed himself 
to^ it, but it was shaping itself firmly in his mind, and 
this evening he was going to see Morgan to discuss 
details. The broader facts— departure, a foreign country, 
divorcie, and at last marriage — ^were plain enough, but all 
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lesser matters of place and time and opportunity had still 
to be considered, and he must see the thing" as a whole 
before he inevitably pledged himself. In spite, however, 
of this reservation, he felt that he already belonged to 
the new life, as if all this traffic and parade was merely 
the tail of a retreating past. The morning ceremonies 
in the Town Hall had seemed to him strangely unreal and 
newly irksome; the pompous talk, the florid oratory of 
the luncheon at the Marine Hotel had awakened an 
entirely new feeling of contemptuous toleration ; and now 
in the carriage, his Mayoral trappings of chain and hat 
and scarlet robes seemed to choke him and weigh him 
down, as they had done on that solemn occasion in the 
Town Park before Morgan le Fay came blowing over 
the grass like a flower. 

He longed to have finished the afternoon's ceremony, 
and yet, perversely, as he went deeper into it it began 
to hold him. After all he could not help feeling* a little 
ashamed of his detachment — when he remembered all 
the joy and excitement and satisfaction that Marlingate 
had given him there seemed not a little ingratitude in 
this present remoteness. It might be true, as Morgan 
had said, that it had thwarted and choked and aged him, 
but, after all, it had made him what she loved, it was a 
part of his nature, and he could not imagine himself 
without it. Its influences had moulded his boyhood, its 
exigencies had shaped his manhood, its repressions had 
made him the brimming vessel of love at which her thirst 
was slaked — by no other means could he have become 
what she adored. ... So his thoughts ran on as he 
sat there erect in the great carriage wallowing down the 
High Street, while brigfht-coloured shawls and crinolines 
swun^ above him on the pavements, and the bells of St. 
Nicholas clashed in their crocketed tower, and the town 
boys sang- : 

'* Monypenny, Monypenny, 
Mayor of Marlingate I " 

The carriage r<^led out of the High Street on to the 
Marine Parade. Here a delicate sunshine poured down 
suddenly from the shredded November sky, and in it 
swam all the white facade with which Marlingate fronted 
the sea. The bandstand stood up like a boss of gold on 
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a marble plate, and behind it the long" line of houses 
from High Street to Fish Street was almost crystalline, 
alnK>st the dream that had surged in Monypenny's brain 
before it took shape on earth in stone and stucco. He 
was dazzled by the swerve into gleaming whiteness out of 
the muddled colours of the High Street, and scarcely 
noticed the sea as it lay green and deep ag^ainst the 
breakwaters, with the soft blurred tatter of the sky re- 
flected on it in strangely cumbrous shadows. 

The procession stopped at the entrance to the Marine 
Gardens. These lay at the end of the Parade, right 
under Cuckoo Hill, swallowing up the America Ground 
and part of the old sea-road along which Morgan had 
drag^ged and stumbled eight years ag^o. It was a sheltered 
corner, screened from wind and swamped in sun, which 
also streamed back on it from the baked and basking 
cliffs of Cuckoo Hill. Its closeness to the sea prevented 
the growth of anything- except seashore plants, and these 
in the present season were not in flower. But there were 
prepared walls of rock, to be smothered in their time 
with cushions of thrift, and pits and crannies where the 
horned poppy could grow, while a ring of tamarisks 
spun a green web round the big outdoor tank of the 
Aquarium. There was also an Aquarium4>uildingf, 
topped by a glass dome, and containing, besides various sea 
wonders rather diffidently purchased by the Corporation, 
swimming baths for both ladies and gentlemen, seaweed 
baths, brine baths and other modest experiments in hydro- 
pathy. In the white arch of the entrance were several 
genteel mechanical toys in glass cases — a church that, 
when a penny was inserted, would hum with organ anusic 
and send a choir rotating throug'h the porches, peasants 
that danced round a queer little tree which bore two kinds 
of fruit, orange and purple, and a drawing-room scene 
in which papa got up and poked the fire and mamma 
wound a skein of crimson wool off the stiff-stretched arms 
of a wooden daughter. These were meant chiefly for the 
young* people of Marling-ate, thoug^h their elders would 
be sure to admire such ingenious and select devices. 

Grouped in the entrance were various members of the 
Marlingfate aristocracy who had not taken part 5n the 
procession — ^the Leo Hurdicotts and the Alaric Papillons, 
the Fulleyloves and the Arthur Fulley loves (a callow, 
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whiiskered son and Victoria Hurdicott), Lady Cockstreet, 
and Morgan Becket in a dress the colour of a half ripe 
blackberry. Mony penny was conscious of her challeng- 
iiigr glance flung at him between the bonnets of Mrs. 
Arthur and Mrs. Leo. But he would not meet it, pfer- 
haps was not meant to do so ; only as it wavered to him 
through the elect like light through water, he felt a 
sudden, unexpected twang of resentment because she 
would not let him lie in the returning peace of town 
traffic, but must needs for a moment twist him out of his 
surroundings, spin him to the woods and show him in 
Old Rumble and Harold's Plat the beginning and the 
end of his surrender. Resentment passed natura^y into 
defiance, and he found himself stuck on the resolve to 
enjoy this last borough ceremony. Since this was the 
last time that he would stand in his Mayoral vestments, 
offering like a priest the sacrifice of the town's Wonders, 
he must avail himself to the full of his right to eat of the 
sacrifice. The strange rigour in which he had dragged 
through the morning had passed away, releasing his 
cramped municipal emotions — -he felt them pricking into 
his heart like blood returning to a numbed limb. Tam- 
arisk Town . . . built of the stuff of his dreams, of his 
owrr"5tibstance, of his own soul, now to be renounced 
in its perfection ... he felt his love for it returning as 
a sickness of which he must die. 

Everyone agreed that the Mayor had never spokeK 
with such force as at the opening of the Marine Gardens. 
He was almost ardent — the fire of his zeal melted his 
usual short, staccato sentences, running them together 
in a new stream of eloquence. People were surprised, 
but they had noted many changes in the Mayor of late, 
and most of them could remember the long struggle over 
tlie America Ground, and could realise his triumph in the 
blossoming of the desert as a rose. 

Monyf>enny's enthusiasm made the story of the 
Marine Gardens almost an epic. He described the mock 
city that used to be here — the rope-walks, the gin-shops, 
the smell of tar and ooze and brine and rotting Robin 
Huss, the inverted hulls with their crooked, smoking 
chimneys, the ruffianly pikers and gipsies who had pweyed 
and spied on the gentilities of Marlingate. He told of his 
plottings with Alderman Vidler, the slow workings of the 
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Commission of Woods and Forests, the arguments and 
inspections — and here, only once, he wavered, as he re- 
membered how on one of these he had found Morg^an le 
Fay blowing about the America Ground like a leaf, and 
how he had torn and crushed her. He recovered his 
voice with what sounded rather like a tremor of anger, 
and went on to tell how his towni had triumphed over the 
mock town like the truth over a lie — and now over the 
site of the old illusion crept the spreading beauty of 
Marlingate in a tide of flowers and music and wonder. 
The Aquarium was in many ways the town's most subtle 
triumph; Mony penny's cheeks burned as he spoke of it, 
and his eyes glowed like a boy's and a lover's. Then, as 
carried away by the new eloquence, he made a queer little 
florid peroration, Morgan's challenge came to him. again, 
flung at him from under level brows over Becket's shoulder. 
This time he caught it and held it, and flung it back 
to her. 

§ II 

The procession re-formed itself and wound up the 
High Street away from the creeping shadows of the sea. 
At the Town Hall Monypenny unrobed and talked a little 
to Vidler and Pelham. He was still defiant and elated, 
and the Aldermen found him almost talkative. They dis- 
cussed a few details of the next day's banquet, ami the 
Mayor was congratulated anew on the success of the 
afternoon. 

"Reckon we won't want any more Sophia of Wor- 
oesters to open our shows," said Vidler. 

"We'll try Pelham next time," said Monypenny with 
a comradely laugh. "He's a better speaker than I, and 
ought to get a chance." 

Pelham bowed elegantly from the top of his trousers. 

"Many thanks, Monypenny, for a graceful compli- 
ment j I should be delighted, but I am not aware that 
we have — er — anything left to open." 

"We'll find something, never fear — a. church or a 
sewer; I'll see that you find some pot for your flowers 
of si>eech to grow in." And Monypenny slapped Pelham 
on the back, to the utter amazement of the Corporation. 
No one had ever seen him in such a mood — ^he was 
actually whistling as he left the Town Hall. 
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. As he walked up the Hig-h Street to Gun Garden 
House he knew that his high spirits were partly due to 
the realisation that he had not as yet definitely pledged 
himself to abandon Marlingate. Of course, he had always 
been aware of this, but the knowledge had not seemed of 
much account. Desires bound him if not words, and it 
was only when desire was weakened that he realised his 
freedom from the shackles of a vow. Not that he defi- 
nitely meant to refuse Morgan, but he was glad to know 
himself free, or otherwise he might have found a reproach- 
ing pain in those streets, now slowly falling into the 
brown November dusk. By the time he was in his room 
at Gun Garden House all the trough of the town was 
full of orange lights; Fish Street and High Street were 
clearly picked out in the swale, and the lights swarmed 
tog-ether in constellations down by the old Gut's Mouth, 
or winked as lonely stars from the slopes of Rye Lane and 
Mount Idle. Looking up to the sky, it was almost a 
surprise to Monypenny to see lights there too, as if a dim 
city hung- there, of which those lights between the hills 
were only a reflection. It was queer to think what 
strange tricks Marlingate had played him at night — once 
it had disemibodied itself and mocked him with its ghost, 
and once it had altog^ether disappeared and frightened him 
with a misty pool out of which he had had to drag it 
piece, by piece, and to-night it was only the reflection of 
another town, of a city hung in the sky. . . . 

He was dining with Morgan at the newly fashionable 
hour of seven. They had both been looking forward for 
some time to this meal alone together. Becket was dining* 
in town with the Cloth workers' Company ; he had gone 
up directly after the ceremony of the Marine Gardens, 
and hoped to be back in time for the Mayoral Banquet 
next day. Meantime he had asked Monypenny to enter- 
tain his wife during her solitary evening, a request which 
^d given Monypenny some qualms of dishonour un- 
shared by his companion. 

The dinner was solemn and formal. Servants padded 
to and fro in the dusk behind the table. On the table 
candles burned under orange shades and bloomed with 
orange Morgan's pointed face; She talked to him about 
the weather, about books, about the settlement of the 
^nierican Civil War, about the great fire at Limoges 
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and the Prince of Wales's visit to Denmark. It was 
exactly like a dozen other dinners they had eaten together 
except that, whereas on those more crowded occasions, 
when they had been but two among" a throng of guests, 
each had been glowingly conscious of the adventure that 
linked them, now when they ate alone, this sense of 
hidden communion seemed to fail. Whether it was be- 
cause this meal lacked the daring of secret glances, of 
words stressed for a lover's ear, or whether the fault lay 
just in tacit strife, would be hard to say. Probably it 
was due to Monypenny, who was still a little intoxicated 
with the Marine Gardens, and had that night an Alder- 
manic swagger. Once he told Morgan that he was think- 
ing of building a church ; the town was growing beyond 
the accommodation of St. Nicholas; he would build a 
church at the north end by Gingerbread Green and put a 
Puseyite into it, which would attract a new and desir- 
able set of people. It would be interesting to see 
what Figg could do in the ecclesiastical line. Then 
he blinked at her defiantly, as if to say : " You see, 
my dear, I intend to be in this town for some time 
yet." 

Morgan drank a glass of wine when the fruit was 
on the table, then went up to the drawing-room. 
Monypenny sat for a while over his port and cigar, then 
joined her. He felt disturbed, for the afternoon's realisa- 
tion had almost become the evening's resolution. The 
words he had not said at last seemed more important 
than those he had. He had nearly yielded in Harold's 
Plat, but the last pledge had not been definitely made; 
hlis signature was not yet fixed to the articles of 
surrender. 

His reluctance had grown almost imperceptibly. It 
had started as a feeling of shame for his remoteness from 
Marlingate's latest triumph. Then the ceremony at the 
Marine Gardens had genuinely gripped him ; he had been 
thrilled by his own tale of his struggles with the America 
Ground, and the sense of his achievement had surged up 
in him, restoring the old values, breaking down the barrier 
which had risen like an enchantment between him and his 
town. 

In the drawing-room he found Morgan a little im- 
patient. 
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" What a time you Ve been ! I thought perhaps you'd 
g^one to sleep over the port — it wouW be quite in keeping" 
with your Aldermanic mood." 

" Am I very like an Alderman to-night? " 

'* You're * Monypenny, Mony penny, Mayor of Marlin- 
g'ate,' you're all the Aldermen and Councillors rolled into 
cme, you're the Mayor and Corporation, the Town Clerk 
and the Town Crier. ..." 

He stood on the hearthrug looking down at her as she 
lay back lazily in a big armchair, the firelight shuttling up 
and down her silken skirts, her face tilted into the shadow, 
Avhere her eyes gleamed. 

"Sit down," said Morgan. 

He sat down at her feet, and she pulled back his head 
ag'ainst her knee, stroking the thick white hair from his 
crunapled forehead. 

"Of course," said Monyj>enny, pursuing aloud an 
argument he had waged internally over the port, " I 
oug"htn't to have stood for re-election this year. I should 
have let Pelham be Mayor." 

"My dear Edward, are you going to talk borough 
politics all the evening? I thought we meant to discuss 
a more important matter." 

"But don't you see that it's bound up with it? If I 
weren't Mayor I — ■! might — ^well, I might feel differently 
about leaving Marlingate." 

Unaware of the ground that had been yielded since 
her triumph in Harold's Plat, she felt almost magnanimous 
to the beaten town. 

"Pelham is Deputy Mayor — ^he will step into your 
shoes directly you are gone." 

He suddenly turned his face to her knee, hiding it in 
the soft, fire-warmed siilk. 

"Morgan, Morgan ... I can't." 

"What do you mean? " 

He felt her shudder, and her hand dropped quickly 
frolm his hair to his cheek, pressing his head against her 
skirts. 

"I mean that we must go on as before — for a time 
at least. I can't leave Marlingate." 

She did not speak. His words seemed to have killed 
her words like foes in battle. 

"My dear," he continued, murmuring into her lap, "I 
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love you — ^youVe my own self. But so 5s Marlingate. 
It's a part of myself as truly as you are." 

"Monypenny, Morgan and Marling-ate — a trinity in 
disunity." And her laugh rose sudden and strident, like 
wind behind a house. 

It did not fail to produce its usual effect. Monypenny 
threw himself back from her knee and met her eyes almost 
angrily. 

"Morgan, you won*t understand " 

"What this town means to you. Is fit natural that 
I should understand? Is it natural that after all we have 
been to each other I should understand why you forsake 
me for a beggarly town? ..." 

"I am not forsaking you. God knows we*ve been 
hai>py enough during the last eighteen months — can*t we 
get back to those times ? " 

" No, we can't, for they're gone. It's no use, Edward. 
Surely you're not deceiving yourself with the thoug^ht 
that after this we can go back to the old conditions. 
You yourself have said it is impossible." 

"So I thought — but I see things differently now. I 
got panic-stricken. I made sure we would be discovered. 
Now I feel saner — after all there's no trace of a rumour 
about us in the town ; 5f Gallop had spoken " 

"Ah, I see, you were not so much running away with 
me as running away from Gallop, and now that Gallop 
neither barks nor bites the necessity is past." 

She was surprised at the anger in her voice, and 
realising that lit would scarcely help her, strangled it into 
an app>eal. 

" Edward — dear — can't you understand why I don't 
want to go back to our old secret ways? It isn't because 
they will lead to our bding found out, but because they 
will kill our love." 

"Why should they kiU it? " 

"Starvation, anxiety, fear, hiding, denial — all these 
things kill love." 

"But I'm not suggesting that the arrangement 
should be permanent — only till my year of office is 
ended." 

"But what difference will there be when it 5s ended? 
Marlingate will be there just the same and you'll still 
be the most important man in it. The Mayoralty is just 



The Betrayal 165 

SL decoration — it makes no real difference to your position 
in the town. If you can't break free now you can't break 
free then." 

He saw. the truth of her words, and they brought him 
back helplessly to his first statement. 

"I can't leave Marlingate." 

The hopelessness of it all rushed over her, overwhelmed 
her — ^the invincibility of the town that had always stood 
between them. Her strength left her, her rage collapsed, 
and she began to cry. 

Monypenny took her in his arms. His own tears were 
not far off, and yet he had never felt more firmly dug into 
his purpose. Morgan felt his triumph even as he caressed 
her, and suddenly pushed him away. 

"Don't, Edward — it's no use. We're hopelessly 
divided, and this 5s mere weakness." 

** Why should it divide us now? — it didn't before. Oh, 
Morgan, don't you know how happy I was during those 
months when Marlingate was just the scene of our love? 
I loved you better because of the town and the town 
because of you." 

"And I? You never troubled about what I felt" — 
she laughed — "I'll tell you now. I felt that Marlingate 
was the prison of our love, just as it's always been the 
prison of your soul; and I hated it — I hated it — and I 
vowed that I would get you away from it and let you know 
what 5t was to spread your wings and fly up into the 
sun, instead of hopping and twittering round your cage 
and pretending it was the world when it was only your 
prison." 

It had always been Morgan's fate, ever since the days 
of little Wells, to show her hand too openly. Now Mcwiy- 
I>enny recoiled — ^his sad eyes grew cold and his mouth 
straight and civile. 

"I know you've always hated Marlingate — and that 
means you've always hated something in me. If you 
really loved me you would love Marlingate." 

He would have recalled the words as soon as uttered, 
but it was too late — ^they were spoken and she had taken 
up their challenge with her laugh like the wail of the 
rising wind. 

"Very well, I hate you then — ^^because I hate the thing 
that's there to ruin you, that will ruin you now, since 
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you've refused your chance of escape. If that's hate, 
then I hate you." 

He was silent ; her mood jarred on him almost as much 
as a mood of little Wells. This fine lady was throwing 
off her skin and showing him underneath all the primitive 
things that were his enemies. At present anger and his 
surviving elation sustained him, but he had a feeling that 
if he stayed much longer these would go, and it would all 
become sad, inexpressibly sad. 

"I don't think there's any good my stopping longer 
to-night," he said slowly; "we're almost quarrelling.*'^ 

"And we'll have quarrelled quite after another six 
months of the old ways, as you call them." 

"Morgan, don't — don't make things so hard." 

He held out his arms, but she swung away from them. 
He flushed and walked quickly to the door, glancing back 
from the threshold to see her standing defiant by the 
hearth, blading in her crimson dress like an autumn tree. 



§ 12 

For some minutes after he was gone Morgan did not 
move; she stood proudly by the fire, one arm on the 
mantelpiece, the other hanging at her side. She heard him 
go down the long flights oi the narrow house, then there 
was a pause while he put on his overcoat in the hall, then 
the front door slammed; footsteps sounded on the damp 
asphalt path that ran under a tunnel of alder and arbutus 
to the gate. Then the gate clacked softly and the foot- 
steps crunched on the muddy shingle of the road . . . 
they began to die away, and her ears strained after them 
. . . they came more distinctly as they rang between the 
houses on the Coney Bank steps, clanking slowly down 
into the muffled, draggled silence of the November night. 

Morgan dropi>ed into her chair and covered her face. 
^ She had refused to give way while a sound of him still 
hung in the darkness, for sfhe knew what he did not know. 
She knew that this was no lovers' quarrel, to be followed 
by a doubtful patching or a splendid reconcilation. It was 
the end, her smashing defeat by Marlingate. She had met 
the town in square and open fight, and it had beaten her. 
The witchcraft of Morgan le Fay had not prevailed against 
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it, and she had been so near victory ... it was just that 
very nearness which now. showed her the hopelessness of 
her defeat. 

"Oh, Edward! . . . Edward! ..." 

The cry broke from her. She longed for the man she 
had been too weak to win. Her powers had failed her, her 
spells had just fallen short of the great enchantment, and 
yet she had not wanted him quite selfishly, she had wanted 
him for his own sake as well as for hers. 

It was only nine o'clock, and she sat for another hour 
huddled in her chair, while the fire died at her feet. The 
room lost its red glow, and the chandelier flared yellow 
against the ceiling. The hard, throbbing light made her 
eyes ache, but she felt too languid, too badly bruised to 
stand up and lower the gas. For an hour she hoped that 
Monypenny would come back, then hope died, because she 
knew he would come back, not to-night, but to-morrow or 
in a day or two, expecting to go on with what she knew 
was ended. He did not see things as she saw them — he 
was blind and dazzled with his mirage — ^but she saw 
clearly that he had renounced her in refusing to renounce 
Marlingate. He dlid not know he had renounced her — 
that was what made it all so pitiful — ^he felt they were 
estranged, but he did not know that they were sundered. 
He had gone off with hope smouldering under his anger, 
and soon hope would blaze up and show him his old 
illusion, of their love set in the frame of Marlingate, of 
that ceremonial, secret sweet relation which he had loved 
and she had hated. Bah ! He had made of their love an 
arabesque, a flittering s'hadow, a spindle that shuttled 
against the blazing background of his town. Her hands 
clenched with anger ; she hated him for his blindness, for 
his obstinate sacrifice to shadows ; he was an ignorant 
child and she despised Mm. Then suddenly her rage 
melted into grief, her head sank slowly to her clenched 
hands, and she began to sob — she sobbed into her own 
lap, while the gas whined in the chandelier above her 
and the dead ashes dropped on the hearth. 

At ten o'clock her maid came in, and Morgan decided 
to go to bed. Her head ached, and at first she felt almost 
healed by the relief of lying down in the darkness, but 
soon it seemed as if the darkness had only driven in the 
pain — into her brain and heart. She tossed to and fro, 
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and her thoughts trampled by like a procession, one of 
those poor shows of a third-rate theatre, where the same 
player comes round and round ag'ain, perhaps with a flimsy 
attempt at disguise, perhaps unblushing in his reappear- 
ance. Sometimes she was angry and sometimes she was 
sorrowful, and sometimes she was hard and bitter, and 
sometimes she was soft and piteous, and often she was just 
tired, a form of helplessness and exhaustion, feeling that 
she could sink through the bed to a rest which seemed 
always out of reach. 

She slept a little at the turn of the night, but woke 
early, and was tossing and haggard when her maid 
brought her chocolate and pulled back the curtains. 

"Tm afraid you haven't slept well, ma'am." 

" No, Henderson. I 've got a headache. " 

"Then will you have Miss Lindsay in, ma'am? 
Nurse was saying " 

"Yes, I remember. I told Nurse to bring her in, and 
she may as well come. She's a good baby." 

"Very well, ma'am." 

A few minutes later Lindsay appeared, curly and com- 
placent, and suggesting that Mamma should read to her. 

Curiously enough, Morgan had just began to long for 
Becket. She felt that she could have found rest in his 
solid kindness, Sn his homely, unimaginative caresses. Now 
she took the child in her arms with unaccustomed eager- 
ness, kissing the brown curls, damp from the nurse's brush, 
and the little warm face which was so like her own and so 
reproachfully different. Lindsay pointed to her shoes. 

"New shoes," she remarked comfortably. 

" So I see. Who bought them for you? " 

" Mamma. " 

" Whom do you love ? " 

"Mamma," said Ljndsay, like a well-trained child. 

Morgan took her book, which was "Andersen's Fairy 
Tales," and read part of the story of the little sea-maiden 
who loved the prince and wanted to be human for his sake, 
though it hurt her like treading on sharp knives. At this 
poifit Lindsay began to cry because the poor little girl 
had lost her tail. Morgan felt she could cry tooj if her 
tears had not all been dry. Why, she wondered, were even 
children's tales so sad? Here in this fairy-tale of her 
baby's was the story of love's sacrifice offered in v^n. In- 
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stead of grasping immortality in th€ love she had walked 
on knives to w^in, the little sea-woman had become as foam 
upon the waters. Lindsay was soon soothed and cheered 
by the comfort of the many pretty things that, in spite of 
the prudish bedroom fashions of the time, Morgan wore 
about her. But the mother could never drive out of her 
head the words that seemed to speak her own doom — " If 
you do not Win the Prince's love so that he forgets father 
and mother for your sake and tells the priest to join your 
bands, you will not receive an immortal soul. On the 
first morning your heart will break, and you will become 
foam upon the water." 

§ 13 

Morgan lived through the next few hours on that 
buried rock of self-control which is under the sand of 
almost every woman's weakness and which she seldom 
reaches till the hour of her most desperate need ; it is the 
bedrock, the bottom, far closer to despair than any ravings 
or yieldings. 

Her thoughts held up a mirror to the future, in which 
she saw her failure stretch into the years. Sometimes lit 
Was proud and acknowledged, sometimes it was^ shamed 
with disguise — she saw herself hiding her head 5n the shal- 
lows of Monypenny's love as an ostrich in the sand. Some- 
times her heart cried out : " Let him come back, let me 
take from him thankfully all that he can spare from Mar- 
lingate — let him give me his ghost." But the next minute 
she would see that not even that compromise could live. 
If she had played merely for the casual love that a man 
often gives a woman, a frolic away from his real interests, 
then she might have won her game. But she had played 
for the man himself, and had lost him. She would not 
have the town's leavings; she. would be unable to hide her 
disdain, and her hatred of what he loved would divide 
thean surely. They would have to part, either with a dean 
cut now, or later With much slow tearing. ... 

She ate her breakfast because it might have roused 
talk to leave food on the plates. She gave orders to the 
cook about the dinner, and stood patiently while her maid 
fitted on a casaque that she was making. Little Wells 
the governess would have flung herself down on the bed 

r. 
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and torn her frills and sobbed and found a relief that 
Mrs. Hugo Becket could not win. She felt the storm of 
her grief hanging behind her eyes like thunder, and her 
head ached and ached, but when Henderson asked after 
the headache she said that it had gone. 

At a few minutes to eleven she was ready to go out, 
but hung about the drawing-room till she realised that 
she was hanging about for Monypenny, and made up her 
mind to leave the house at once. One or two genteel 
residents on the Coney Banks remembered afterwards how 
they had seen Mrs. Hugo Becket leave her house at about 
eleven o'clock, wearing an elegant gown of Arabian silk, 
and a little bonnet primmed with an owlet sitting close 
to her soft, hanging curls. 

It was a fine November day, a little muddled and 
tattered, but warm for the time of year. The colours of 
dead woods were in the sky, soft greys and browns 
smoking against the blue. In the hollow at the foot of 
the Coney Banks the reds of Marlingate were rubbed out 
in the thick air. As last night it had mirrored the sky 
with its lamps, so to^lay it borrowed the sky*s colours 
of Withered leaves — all soft greys and browns, it smoked 
against the sea, which wore the wan, tremulous blue of 
the wider spreads of heaven. It almost seemed as if 
Tamarisk Town had no definite life of its own, but must 
draw its life as it drew its lights and colours from the 
greater things around it. It was a ghost, a reflection, 
and Morgan, clanking down into 5t between the tall, 
narrow houses of the Coney Banks, was the only real 
thing in its trickery of mists and bubbles. She felt her 
life and love reaching out beyond it, calling her lover to 
come out of it to the only real thing in his world of 
dreams. Yet she knew that he would not hear — the spell 
of its illusions had proved stronger than the spell of her 
flesh and blood. It held him now, and would not let him 
go till it had picked his bones. Her own heels clanking 
down the passage between the houses made hef think of 
his, last night, that echoing tramp which was her last 
memory of him. 

^ She came into the High Street, where a feeble sun- 
shine lay, and went to several shops, giving orders for 
food and household needs, with some special delicacies 
for Becket*9 meal that night. She also bought a book for 



The Betrayal 171 

little Lindsay, to comfort that victim, of fairy-tale tragedies 
—"The Nursery Keepsake," which, with its gaily coloured 
illustrations, and artless happy tales of Lucy and her 
mamma at the seaside and little Ellen at the farm, would 
not be likely to make her cry. She took this with her, 
meaning to give it to the child on her return, but she did 
not want to go back just yet. She was not expecting 
Becket till nearly one — ^if, indeed, he had time to call 
at the Coney Banks before going to the Maidenhood — 
and she oould not bear the thought of stuffy loitering in 
the house. She wanted to walk, to make herself tired, so 
that her aching limbs might perhaps bind down her spirit 
to their needs. She walked up and down the High Street, 
then through the Petty Passage Way into Fish Street, 
under Harpsichord House, and through Zuriel Place into 
High Street again. She was tired but not tired enough, 
and her spirit had found a way of ignoring her limbs and 
pursuing its aching quest in spite of them. Also, she was 
conscious of a queer sense of stifling and oppression. Up 
on the Coney Banks, looking down oo Marlingate, she had 
felt the only real thing in all that, landscape of mists and 
clouds and shifting colours, but now she felt, reversely, 
that she was the only unreal thing in these solid streets, 
a little hunted, driven wisp of a dream, a puff of faery 
disintegrating slowly among the solid walls and solid 
smells and solid noises of the town. 

She blew along the Marine Parade like a dead leaf. 
One or two Hurdicotts and Fulleyloves saw her and 
greeted her, and Lady Cockstreet beckoned to her from 
her chair, but Morgan did not stop. She passed the 
bandstand, where the band was playing Meyerbeer's 
Dinorahy and vanished among the black wooden towers 
of thei Stade. She felt as if she was fighting the town 
for her life, not for Monypenny now, but for her own 
existence — if she did not get out of it quickly it would 
choke her, she would lie dead in its streets. Or, worse 
still, dead she would walk up and down it, with the dead 
Monypenny by her side, and the ghost of love beside 
them in the grave of love. . . . 

She held her handkerchief up to her mouth as she 
walked through the Stade. Her grief seemed to be splin- 
tering down into the rock of her self-control, and with it 
was a strange kind of fright, a fear of her own looeli- 
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ness; she felt herself beginningf to sob with fear, and 
pressed her handkerchief against her lipsi — her eyes were 
dry enough. Luckily she was walking through the Stade, 
where men had other business than to notice this stray 
of western gentility adrift among them. Old Gallop sat 
against the black tar-bubbled wall of his son's store, and 
smoked his pipe while Phineas mended a net beside him. 
Others of his sons and sons-in-law, with uncles and 
cousins and the more scattered kin of that community, 
worked round the snubbed craft upon the beach, pitched 
and tarred and turpentined their bulging seams, or mended 
their tawny sails with beer-brown patches. Only one or 
two afterwards remembered having seen a woman in a 
crimson dress climb the flight at the end of the Stade 
known as Tamarislc Steps, and pass out from the roofs 
and chimneys of the fishing quarter to the free slope of 
All Holland Hill. The Hill was covered with bracken, 
dying down the scale of yellows into rust. The crimson 
patch seemed sometimes just a part of the hillside autumn, 
a knot of colour where so many threads were tangled ; but 
more than one man at the Stade had seen it move, rest, 
shift, climb upwards, and at last disappear over the top 
of the hill. 

§ 14 

Morgan felt that she had escaped, and her sense of 
fear abated, but she was weak and quivering from the 
effort. She sat down to rest by a dump of gorse, faintly 
sprinkled with a dying gold. The town was out of sight, 
and round her lay the high downs of All Holland Hill, 
breaking off raggedly against the sea, three hundred feet 
below, and to-day not so much a spread of water as a 
spread of misty light. 

For a time she sat still, panting gently, while a siren 
crooned far out among the webs of light that wove to- 
gether sea and sky. Then her thoughts began again to 
torment her. They showed her Marlingate waiting at 
the foot of the hill for her return — ^her escape was only 
the little tortured run that a cat allows a mouse. She 
would have to go back and choke in its streets ; she 
wQuld have to take up again her burden of fear and 
failure, and watch Monypenny's love fade slowly through 
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compromise into death. If only she had the strength to 
send him away . . . but she was too weak and too 
loving to deny him the little of her that he wanted. 

She scrambled to her feet and hurried on. She had 
a mad thought of going too far to come back, of 
stumbling and tearing her way over the Gringer and 
Stussels and Marrowbone till the darkness came down on 
her at Cliff End. But she knew that such thoughts were 
only a cheat of comfort. She had gone too far in the 
ways of order and decorum to be able, in her hour of 
need, to find refuge in the old freedom. For the love of 
McMiypenny she had sold herself into bondage, and now 
that he was lost her shackles remained — she could never 
strike them off. Every minute she realised more acutely 
the significance of her defeat. She had lost not only 
Monypenny but herself — she had played for a bigger 
stake than she had known. 

"Remember when you have once received a human 
form you can never be a sea-maid again, and if you do 
not win the Prince's love, you will not receive an immortal 
soul. Your heart will break and you will become foam 
upon the water." 

For the love of her Prince she had forced herself into 
strange ways, forsaking her own. She had renounced 
her own nature, but he had not given her his, so she was 
indeed for his sake without her soul, a weak, helpless, 
drifting thing, foam upon the water. If she could have 
won him from his town to attach himself to her heart and 
soul then she would have truly become his, and in his life 
would have found her own. But his love had not been 
strong enough to give her an immortal soul, and now her 
heart must break. 

She had reached by a drifting, aimless path the eastern 
slope of All Holland Hill. At her feet lay the Slide, with 
the Gringer rising bluff beyond it. Everything was very 
quiet ; the thick November breeze scarcely stroked the 
bracken on the two hillsides, or stirred the hazy water at 
the foot of the cliffs. There was a sweetness of damp 
and withering fern, of the few blackberries that still hung 
with red leaves on the brambles, of moist earth, of rain- 
pools stagnant among fallen leaves, of spindrift caking 
on the cliffs, or thickening into the dense, stirless air. 
There was no sound, except every now and then a long 
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sigfh from the Channel, ebbing- slowly from the foot of the 
Gring^r. Far out to sea the water smudged into the sky 
through a mist of bluish grey, rifted and dazzled with 
spills of light. 

Morgan sat down again, for her anguish had made her 
weak. It seemed as if the sufferings of the last twelve 
hours had been cumulative, swelling- slowly from the dis- 
illusion of last night to this moment of despair. She sat 
quite still, her hands hanging between her knees, her 
parasol and Lindsay's book beside her on the grass. 
Still a decorous fig^ure enough, she sat there for nearly 
half an hour, unconscious of time and convention, both 
calling her back to Marlingfate — ^lost in the sadness of her 
own heart and of the autunm that ate like rust into the hill. 

But all the time her mind must have been working* un- 
consciously through its stupor, for after a while her 
shoulders begfan to shake, and she sobbed brokenly with 
rebellion and grief. Hitherto she had not rebelled, she 
had been dumb and stricken, scarcely understanding* all 
the hardness of her fate, but now her whole being flamed 
up and protested in great sobs without tears. 

Then suddenly, as if revolt had cleared away the 
mists, she saw a way of escape. It was so clear and 
straigfht that she wondered she had never seen it before. 
There was a way out of Marlingate for both her and 
Monypenny. She could save him in spite of himself, and 
at this last moment snatch the victory from the town. 
She sat up among the fern, her hands clenched, her head 
thrown back, a smile shining under the lids of her long 
eyes. Her lips parted and the same smile shone between 
them, as if a light had been kindled. It was thus that 
she had so often invited her lover, and now she seemed 
almost to feel his mouth on hers again. Before longf she 
would feel it, and the burden of him against her breast, 
clinging to her as the only thing he had left in all his 
shattered world. 

No doubt he would spurn her at first and rage at her, 
but she could bear it, knowing- what must come in the 
end. For she would be all he had left — when the town 
he loved had cast him out like Cain, when she had told 
her husband of her long unfaithfulness, and with evidence 
from the Crown at Brenzett, won her divorce, and put 
herself and him together outside Marlingate 's respect- 
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ability. Marlingate would turn on the man that had 
made it, the clay would deny the potter — broken and 
naked he would have nowhere to turn but to her breast. 

She jumped to her feet, shaking the crumbled fronds 
of bracken from her gown. She started running up the 
hillside, breathing in gasps, while her eyes blazed with 
triumph. In a few minutes she would be at the top of 
the hill, looking down at a town she no longer dreaded. 
She laughed to herself, almost picturing its discomfiture, 
as if it were a living thing. Anyhow, it had not got her 
man — ^her wit had cheated it of him at the last moment. 
True, she would recover him almost a corpse, but she had 
life for both and would give it to him abundantly. 
Besides, his misery and helplessness would make him 
doubly precious to her heart — she would love him with 
double measure when she had him shorn of the greatness 
which had been at once her dread and her contempt. He 
had always been liable to freeze her suddenly — ther lover 
in her arms had sometimes turned, appallingly, into the 
Mayor of Marlingate — ^but now their love would grow 
warm and wild and innocent in its new freedom from civic 
frights. 

She had not enough breath to take her to the top of 
the hill. Exhausted with emotion and with her long 
tramp over broken ground she soon had to stop to rest. 
Her head was spinning a little as she stood and panted 
with her hands under her breast. The owlet was askew 
on her hair, and one or two of the hanging curls were 
draggled against her neck. She stood looking back into 
the valley of the Slide, where the skew-blown trees were 
now tawny above tlie wan yellows that clumped beside 
the stream. 

Her mind went back to the day very long ago when 
she and Monyi>enny had met down there at the roots of 
the Gringer. At first a little thorn of hate went into her 
heart when she remembered all he had made her suffer. 
But the next moment she sfeemed to see him sitting beside 
her under the dwarfed trees — she remembered how he had 
cried. Tears rose in her own eyes at the memory, and 
suddenly her victory did not seem so precious. He had 
been very helpless and very young in spite of all his 
municipal swagger. He had cried like a boy, because his 
Beart had been torn in two with a divided love. He had 



176 Tamarisk Town 

loved her a little and Marlingate very much — "Morgan, 
you don't understand what this town means to me." 

For the first time she saw Monypenny's love for his 
town as a real thing, a love with roots as deep in reason 
as her own. He had said those words to her twice 
before— once at the Slide and once in Harold's Plat — and 
each time she had brushed them aside with a fond con- 
tempt, tenderly ignoring with a selfishness possible only 
to love, the eldest and hungriest half of the man -whose 
whole being she might have possessed. He had been 
right — she had not understood, when her understanding 
would have saved them both — but it was her fate to under- 
stand now when to understand was to close her one way 
of escape. 

It was a curious feeling — this sudden- realisation of 
what for years she had been content to ignore — and at 
first she did not grasp all that it involv^ of sacrifice. 
She stood looking down towards the Slide, where the wan 
sunlight gleamed on the crooked trees and sighs crept up 
from the water below. Her breast laboured less heavily, 
and the flush passed from her cheeks, but she did not 
move, and after a time she knew that she could not — the 
way was closed. 

For the first time she seemed to see deep down into 
her lover's heart, and her own heart melted. The more 
she understood this love he had apart from her the more 
her own love grew. She knew now that she could never 
carry out her plan — she could no more maim his spirit in 
order to win him than she could maim his body, blind or 
wound him so that she could take advantage of his help- 
lessness. For her love had undergone a sea-change. 
She did not love him> as she had loved him long ago, 
when he had been set above her and she had sworn to 
have him, the great man of Marlingate, the Alderman, 
the Mayor, the town's father. She did not love him as 
she had loved him in the year of possession, with all her 
woman's greed for his manhood. She did not love him 
for what he promised or for what he gave, but just for 
himself, the man Edward Monypenny, the creature help- 
less and sorrowful as herself, the human being which her 
love had created but could not sustain. She felt her love 
and passion rising in her heart like tears, and as tears 
they streamed from her eyes. Crouching down in the 
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rust-cored bracken she sobbed again, but this time with- 
out dryness. She sobbed for Monypenny because she had 
nearly ruined him, and for herself because she must lose 
him. But she would rather lose him than maim him as 
she bad planned. 

He wanted Marlingate, so he should have it. She 
would not stand in his way any more. He had loved her, 
and found his youth and his manhood in her, but now her 
love had become a snare to him, and in a little while it 
would become a sorrow. She would not let that happen 
— ^she would stand aside, and spare him the torments of 
a divided allegiance. She would leave him to serve his 
town with all the new strength that she had given him. 
She loved him so much that his happiness was what she 
most desired in the world, even if he fulfilled it in ways 
apart from her. 

But where could she go? 

There was only one answer. As long as she lived her 
life would be his snare and her torment. Besides, 
whether he went in cursing or in blessing, she could not 
live without him, for she had no life apart from him, 
having renounced her own ways for his sake. Only her 
death could set them both free. This was the way of 
escape — the only way. Her being had exhausted and 
torn itself in bringing to this painful birth its first un- 
selfish emotion, and she longed for rest ... as foam 
upon the water. . . . 

She stood looking down into the cool grey readies of 
the sea, hazy and still, at the foot of the Grlinger. Close 
under the cliff brown rocks broke the water into pools, 
where the foam lay in long white lathers. There were 
no waves, only now and then a motion that seemed a 
heave of the whole surface against the cliff, a peaceful 
swell, out of which dragged a long sigh, hus'hing slowly 
down into quietness, as the mass ebbed from' the clliff 
and fell back into those deep green pools with their rims 
of lathered foam. 

This could be her release, and she could fulfil here the 
destiny which now seemed no longer a threat but a 
promise. " As foam upon the water " she could escape 
for ever from the streets where her feet had bled. Her 
death would bring no real grief to anyone on earth. Her 
baby would forget her; her husband would find comfort 
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in sentimental org"ies of memory; and the man for whom 
she died- would be set free from the tangle her iove had 
coiled round him. 

Her heart was quite melted now, and the tears 
splashed over her cheeks as she climbed down the slope 
of All Holland Hill to the diff edge. She looked over 
— it was far to fall, but that, she knew, would only make 
the end more sure and more merciful. A rickety fence 
leaned this way and that along the edge. In places the 
ground had crumbled away under it, and it hung over 
the void. Morgan climbed through the pales, and stood 
on the narrow rim of turf that in places hung right over 
the cliff. It would be easy to do — the ground would 
probably give way under her before she had to force 
herself over. It was strange that she should still hesitate, 
but something within her made her shrink from* dashing 
herself to pieces on the rocks. She wanted to die, yet she 
wished she could have found an easier way. 

Shutting her eyes, she took a few quick steps towards 
the edge. Then she remembered Lindsay's "Keej>sake," 
which she still carried, and, taking it back to the fence, 
put it carefully beside her sunshade. Then she shut 
her eyes again and went forward. 

Tlie hazy noon drowsed on. The stillness seemed to 
mend its torn edges over the cry that had risen, sudden, 
frantic and despairing, from the diff. For some time 
there was a dribble of loosened sandstone, shaken out by 
the larger fall from the edge, when all the green lip that 
for several weeks had hung from the fence suddenly broke 
into turf and sods and shuddered down into the pools 
at the foot of the Slide. Long ripples stroked across the 
|xx>ls, and the water thickened with pulping earth, then 
slowly cleared and calmed. But in one of the pools, half 
under the water, half trailing on the rook; lay something 
which from the top of the cliff looked like a dead crimson 
leaf. 

§ IS 

The Mayoral dinner was at two, an hour which was 
a compromise with fashion, convenience and appetite. 
The big dining-room at the Maidenhood looked very much 
the same as 5t had looked on the far-back occasion when 
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Alderman Mony penny had first laid down the programme 
of Marlingate's g-reatness — the brown-and- white nets still 
hung" upon the walls, with the stuffed tunny-fish. The 
tables were laid with perhaps a little more elegance — there 
were flowers and silver and glass where before there had 
been earthenware mugs and jugs. This new elegance had 
also spread to the company. The borough-fathers no 
longer looked like a set of jolly red-faced tradesmen sit- 
ting down to gorge. Even Lewnes and Lusted wore 
London clothes, and when the meal began it had not that 
fine orchestral sound which had sometimes reached as far 
as loafers at the window. 

Mony penny sat at the head of the table. He did not 
wear his mayoral robes, for the atmosphere, rich as ever 
with the fumes of bygone beer and pipes, did not favour 
his panoply of fur and velvet. His long-tailed black coat 
and close-fitting grey trousers showed off his tall, grace- 
ful figure — still youthfully slim in spite of the looming 
forties. His chain of office hung upon his breast, dis- 
tinguishing him, if any added distinction were needed, 
from his Councillors and Aldermen. At his right hand 
sat Pelham, the deputy Mayor; at his left sat the new 
Councillor, Becket ; and down the table on either side 
gleamed the shirt-fronts and watch-chains of Breeds and 
Vidler, Lewnes and Lusted, Bond of the Library, Tom 
Potter the Town Clerk, Councillors Luck and Putland and 
Dunk and Robert Pelham, Councillor Raymond Hurdicott 
(elegant return of High Street Ward), the Rev. Somer- 
ville Hunt and his Puseyite curate — all the Marlingate 
worthies, newi and old, assembled to do honour to their 
town and their stomachs. 

During the first courses there was little conversation. 
Becket made one or two remarks to Monypenny without 
much encouragement — he had had a poor dinner With the 
Clothworkers, and he wondered who had chosen their 
wine — ^he wondered where his wife had gone, as she was 
not in when he called at the Coney Banks on his way 
from the station — had! Monypenny enjoyed his dinner 
with her last night? — he hoped she had given him better 
mutton than the Clothworkers had given her husband. 

Monypenny scarcely listened to his babblings. He felt 
happy and abstracted — 5t seemed as if his life, after much 
rocking, had stablished Stself again, and he was able to 
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dream and brood over matters which for a nightmare 
interval had been the mere dust of routine. The glamour 
of his office had come back, and with it a new zest, a heat 
of emotion, as if some of the sweetness of his love for 
Morgan had been blown into the tracks of the town's 
business. That emotional, passionate quality which had 
hung yesterday over the Marine Gardens and Aquarium 
hung to-day over the long saloon of the Maidenhood 
and all the common food and common company. His 
mind was aflame, and sported with its satisfaction. As 
he ate and drank he found the crippled poet in him at 
work, with strivings which formerly only Morgan could 
liave called forth. 

"At the Maidenhood House were the fathers assembled. 
The fathers of Marlingate, Queen of the Sea. ..." 

He found St running out as his verse had once run 
out on lame feet to Morgan, stumbling among thoughts 
too fiery to express ; and this time it lacked that quality 
of sadness which tad bewildered him before. It would 
seem- as if his relations with the town were all happy, 
and he could hardly bear to think how nearly he had 
sacrificed them for that which had never been without 
its undercurrent of pain. The danger was still there — 
he remembered Morgan as he had last seen her, standing 
by the hearth lite a blazing autumn tree— but now he 
saw her in her proper relation to Marlingate ; she was 
dwindling back into her frame, and he would never let 
her come out again to work her magic in the woods. He 
told himself that he would be able to go back to his old 
ways with her, that this sudden flaring up of their two 
hearts was only an accident, an interlude, as had been 
that sudden parching of his municipal life. Yet he could 
not quite shake off the stifling sense of danger — he knew 
that her love must henceforward always hold a threat. 

The meal was more elaborate than in the old days. It 
began with turtle soup like any Guildhall banquet, then 
individualised itself with the fish. Tom. Tutt and his son 
and his waiter came staggering in together with an enor- 
mous Robin Huss pie. Robin Huss was to Marlingate 
as the lion to Britain or the cock to France, a patriotic 
emblem. This symbolism had rescued him from the loom- 
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ing* accusation of vulgarity under which he would probably 
soon have vanished from the genteel dinner-tables of the 
town. In the fishing quarter he fed every family from 
April to December — baked or sodden or fried, or buried 
in pies or chopped in steaks or dried Sn long brown stiiips 
— while his young*, like thick white eels, fed the Fish Street 
cats, and in various ages of decay proved an inexpensive 
substitute for eggs at Parliamentary elections. 

The Robin Huss pie was now a ceremonial dish at 
Mayoral banquets, in spite of the fact that it left appetites 
flabby for the baron of beef and the apple tart that had 
still to come. But a good will brought the Corporation 
also through these, and the cloth was removed for dessert. 

Just as Tom and Jo Tutt were setting the decanters 
on the table Henry the waiter came in with a note for 
Becket. The merchant read it, looked surprised and 
alarmed and a little bewildered, then rose and pushed back 
his chair. 

"I'm sorry, Mayor and gentlemen, but I must go 
home. I've been sent for." 

**I hope there's nothing wrong*." 

"I hope not — but I'm afraid there must be, as other- 
wise no one would have dreamed of calling* me away from 
this happy assembly. My baby — ^you know she's been 
ailing . . . and this was written by the Nurse." 

"Is Mrs. Becket at home? " 

" She can't be yet, or she would have written herself. 
I hope-- — " His mottled face suddenly went pale, and 
he hurried out of the room. 

A buzz of commiseration and conjecture went round 
the table. People began to surmise, and Monypenny felt 
that he must at all costs crush their surmisings. He stood 
up and at once began his speech of the evening. 

"Mr. Deputy Mayor — Aldermen, Councillors of Mar- 
lingate. ..." 

For some twenty minutes • his voice, rather deeper and 
harsher than usual, kept his own mind and the G[>rpora- 
tion's off Becket's disaster. He dared not let himself 
make any guesses at what had so suddenly called the 
nierchant away, and he felt something intruding and 
sacrilegious in the guesses of the others. He was making 
violent efforts at self-reassurance. After all, it was not 
to be expected that Becket's summons should have any- 
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thing- to do with Morg^an ; it was far more likely to concern 
his diild. 

It was scarcely to be wondered that this undercurrent 
of mental strife^should make the beginning- of his speech 
a little darker and more rambling- than was usually ex- 
pected from Monypenny, but g-radually he pulled himself 
together and .soon had the matter going straight. He 
gave, as was expected of him^ a brief review of the town's 
progress during the past year, laying stress on the open- 
ing of the Aquarium and Marine Gardens. He then spoke 
of the future. There was very little more that could be 
done, he said, in the way of enlarging Marlingate. The 
bigger strokes of the town's beauty were finished ; all that 
remained was for it to be lovingly stippled into perfection. 
He still objected to the idea of a Pier — he felt that it would 
cheapen Marlingate and dim its selectness — but the Town 
Committee had plans before them for the development 
of a Winter Garden, where the band could play in the 
afternoons during the cold months. He mentioned that 
approaches had been made to him and other landlords 
by a London firm of contractors to purchase building sites 
on the Coney Banks and Gingerbread Green, but they had 
unanimously decided — Monypenny did not describe the 
process by which his negative had crushed the hankering 
of Lewnes — that strangers must not come into their midst 
with perhaps alien notions of what was beautiful and suit- 
able to Marlingate. The name that would always be 
associated with building and architecture in the town was 
Decimus Figg. He wished the architect was with them 
to-night, so that they could pay him publicly the honour 
that was his due. Beyond expressing his regret for this, 
and pointing out that the offer of the London contractors 
showed how the fame of Marlingate was spreading, he 
had nothing more to say. So he would end his remarks 
by proposing, according to a now respectably dated cus- 
tom. Marlingate as the toast of its Corporation. Gentle- 
men — Marlingate. 

The toast was drunk, Aldermen and Councillors stand- 
ing up and clinking glasses. The company was back in 
its seats with its p^ipes, and Pelham had risen to propose 
the health of the Mayor, when Tom Tutt came hurriedly 
into the room and whispered something to Tom Potter 
the Town Clerk. Potter gave an exclamation and stood 
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up, and Pelham, who was clearing his throat for his 
opening- period, asked what was the matter. 

" It's news come of Mrs. Becket, sir — she's been found 

drowned." 

There was a clatter as the Mayor's churchwarden pipe 
fell suddenly and broke itself on the table. 

"Mrs. Becket — drowned — ^where? " cried Pelham. 

"That must have been why Becket was sent for," said 
Lewnes wisely. 

" I heard it from one of the coastguards at Marrow- 
bone Gap," said Tom Tutt. "Seemingly they found her 
two hours ago. The fellow's in my bar now ; would you 
like him to come in here and tell you about it, gentle- 
men ? " 

"No — ^no; not under any circumstances," said Mony- 
penny. 

"Dear me," wailed Pelham, "what a terrible thing— 
what a dreadful affliction for our esteemed Councillor ! " 

"We must pray for him," said the Rev. Somerville 
Hunt. 

"And for her," said his Puseyite curate. 

"And a fine woman she was, too," said Lewnes. 

"Was she drowned by accident?" asked Lusted. 

Everybody glared at him. 

"They seemed to think up at the station as she'd been 
picking leaves," said Tom Tutt — "there was a bunch of 
something in her hand." 

"Maybe she'd grabbed at it to save herself, poor 
woman," said Vidler. 

Pelham was almost in tears. 

" Mr. Mayor — Aldermen — and Councillors — I feel, 
after what we have just heard, that we cannot continue 
this festivity. One of our number has been sorely stricken, 
and the least we can do is to show our sympathy by dis- 
banding thlis convivial assembly. Your Worship, have I 
your permission to suggest that the proceedings be now 
brought to a close and that we return heavy-hearted and 
sorrowful to our own homes." 

("After having each one of us separately pumped the 
coastguard in the bar," said Raymond Hurdioott under 
his breath.) 

"Certainly," agreed Monypenny, standing up. During 
all the babble he had sat quite still, staring at his broken 
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pipe. In his heart was an emotion which made his cheeks 
burn with shame, and gave a peculiar brightness to his 
eyes that were usually so sad. It was a feeling of relief. 
He could scarcely believe it, it seemed so incredible, yet 
there it was. The news of Morgan's death had been as 
the lifting of a yoke and the removal of a snare. As long 
as she lived she would have stood between him and Mar- 
lingate, striving to keep them apart. Her death had set 
him free to go back to the old allegiance, which he felt 
now as if he had betrayed. All the love in him was now 
free to be poured on his town. A fiery exaltation was 
upon him — a psychologist or a doctor would have 
attributed it to the workings of a shock as yet scarcely 
assimilated. Yet his heart was full of shame and remorse, 
for he, alone of all the company, felt sure that her death 
had come to her seeking. He remembered her as he had 
last seen her, in her pride and despair. He might have 
^known that she was not for compromise. If he had 
known, perhaps he would have gone back . . . was he 
glad that he had not known? . . . 

His tongue faltered with his emotions, giving the right 
impression of grief. Pelham whispered loudly in his ear 
that he should propose a vote of sym|>athy with Becket, 
and he did so, scarcely realising what he said, but seeing 
it carried with groans and sighs and much shaking of 
heads. 

Then the company melted away, and Monypenny found 
himself walking up the High Street alone. 

The sun was still on the pavements, gleaming down 
from a great arch of mackerel sky that spread from hill 
to hill. A faint rose fanned into it from behind Spital- 
man*s Down, but there was still a thick, tempered heat 
in the rays that struck back from pavements and door- 
steps, and baked on the old tiles. The smells of lath and 
brick crept out of the warmth and mixed with the salt 
smell of the sea. Here and there a yellow tree pushed its 
boughs between two houses, over some garden wall, and 
strawed the pavement with shrivelling leaves that sent out 
a dim perfume of dying woods into the solid borough 
smell of bricks and mortar. 

END OF PART ONE 



Part U 
THE DESTROYER 

CHAPTER I 

GUARDIAN AND GUIDE 



The next morning- Monypenny awoke with a curiously 
blank mind. It was like an empty slate, and he pro- 
ceeded to write Park Terrace all over it. He saw that 
now he was free to build Park Terrace, and while he 
shaved and dressed he pictured its bricked frontage glow- 
ing to the south, its gleam of white parapets and porches, 
its wide semi-circular fling of steps shelving* g-ravely to 
the decent road. From Park Terrace he passed back to 
an old plan, temporarily put aside, and toyed with the 
idea of a municipal parterre of streets named after his 
Town Council. Pelham Square should finish Becket 
Grove, and hooked to its corners four new roads or 
*' Places " should be the immortality of Bond and 
Lusted, Breeds and Vidler — Lewnes already had his 
memorial in the road that linked Becket Grove with Rye 
Lane. 

All day long^ he turned over this idea ; by evening he 
was clinging to it, for he knew by this time the thoughts 
that were gathering under the steady surface of his mind. 
As the paralysis of shock wore from his emotions they 
began to take on various tortured activities, which he 
fought with his plans for Marlingate and with that strange 
feeling of relief and freedom which still survived, though 
it was no longer dominant. The town reeked of yester- 
day's tragedy-^it was discussed in every bar and shop 
and drawing-room. Morgan's name came to Monypenny 
from under women's parasols, from behind counters, and 
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over teacups — it blew down the Parade, and the Muni- 
cipal band could talk of nothing else during its midday 
interval; the matter was even discussed on the 
Stade, Phineas Gallop declaring he had seen Mrs. 
Becket go through to Tamarisk Steps, and wishing 
under the circumstances that he had noticed her ipore 
particularly. 

Monypenny saw nothing, of Becket. He had helped 
in the drawing up of a formal expression of sympajliy 
from the Mayor and Corporation, but he had found him- 
self totally unable to write any personal letter of con- 
dolence. He spent his time wandering over the site <rf 
his prospective building, a little forlorn in the damp 
November flutter of the wood, and urgently scribbling 
down his ideas and plans on paper. The evenings he 
gave up to formal copying, and writing to Figg. Some- 
times he would experience queer little gusts of anger 
because the catastrophe did not affect him more. He 
would have felt in better conceit with himself if his heart 
had been wrung with agonised and noble throes, if he had 
suffered what his sense of poetry and decency told him he 
ought to suffer, instead of just this restless dream spun 
over a blank. 

The inquest took place on the third day, and the jury 
brought in a verdict of *' accidental death.'* The coroner, 
a retired doctor of Marlingate's obscurity, played at first 
the part of devil's advocate, and questioned various wit- 
nesses as to the possibility of Mrs. Becket's "accident" 
being self-sought. He may have done this partly from 
conscientious motives, and, living away from the town's 
modem activities, he would not have shared the jury's 
friendly itch to make things as comfortable as possiNe for 
Becket. But he could prove nothing. There was 
nothing in the circumstances of Mrs. Becket's death, as 
given by the evidence, to suggest suicide. She had been 
in perfect health and spirits — a headache early on the 
fatal morning (which, her maid said, had passed away 
before she went out) was of littie account, except that 
perhaps it might have caused a sudden vertigo as she 
stooped to pull the branch of the crimson tree which had 
evidently been her undoing. Becket swore that his wife 
.had no secret trouble or care — and as for her going to 
the Slide that moruiog — the only circumstance that 
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seemed to need explanation, she had always been rather 
strang-e and wilful in her impulses, she often went out on 
little, lonely expeditions to the cliffs or the woods. Any- 
how, the jury felt convinced that the wife of a Marlingate 
borough councillor would never commit suicide, and their 
verdict was a tribute to Becket's dignity as well as a quite 
lexical conclusion from the evidence. In the end even 
the coroner supported the "accidental" theory, and 
endorsed a rider which urged that the fence on All Holland 
Hill should be rebuilt a couple of yards farther from the 
cliff edge. 

The verdict with its appendages was brought to Mony- 
penny at Harpsichord House, where he was taking tea 
with the Pelhams. He had at one time been afraid that 
he might be called upon to attend the inquest, having 
dined alone with Morgan Becket the night before her 
death; but there had never been any real suspicion of 
suicide, and to his infinite relief his evidence was not 
required. He had, however, been glad to get Pelham's 
invitation to drink tea with him and his wife — he shrank 
from loneliness during those days, and he also felt an itch 
to tell Pelham about his building plans since he could not 
at present tell Becket. The Alderman was not used to 
being taken into his confidence, and listened reverently 
w^ith his finger-tips together and his head attentively on 
one side. 

Late in the evening Robert Pelham and his wife 
brought the verdict of the Coroner's jury. Mony- 
penny was intensely relieved, though he had never really 
doubted the issue. But he was quite unshaken in his 
belief that Morgan's death had been of her own seeking, 
a freewill offering to despair. 

As he walked home that night across the town it 
seemed to him as if Marlingate exulted in the death of 
Morgan le Fay. Her life and her love had threatened 
its prosperity, but now she would live and love no 
more. In her battle with it she had been bcaten-r— 
it had killed her, and now her bones would lie In its 
heart. 

The wind sighed over the roofs, but it no longer 
seemed a link between the woods and the sea, rather 
something lost and outcast, a spirit wailing restlessly 
among the chimneys of the town. 
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§ 2 

I 

The funeral was two days later. Monypenny attended, 
and the rest of the Town Council, but not officially, 
Lewnes had indeed suggested that a municipal parade 
might comfort and cheer their comrade in his grief, 
but the idea had found no acceptance, and the town 
fathers merely sprinkled the graveside, praying into their 
hats. 

** Ashes to ashes, and dust to dust," said the Rev. 
Somerville Hunt — the dust of Morgan to the dust of 
Marlingate, that she might be one with the thing she 
hated, and perhaps some day so inextricably mSxed 
with it as to be sliaped into the very bricks that were 
dug from its day. Thus dreamed Monypenny, with 
his hat before his eyes, and saw in his dream the gulf 
under his thoughts grow wider, and yawn to swallow 
him. 

The funeral was on a bitter, frosty day, and several 
of the Corporation caught cold at it. Among them, sur- 
prisingly, was the Mayor. He had never been really ill 
before, but now he collapsed inexplicably before a cold 
caught at a funeral. Influenza, bronchitis, pulmonary 
congestion, and every trick a cold can play, this ignoble 
chill played with Monypenny 's strong body, now mysteri- 
ously deprived of resistance. It was like a hollow trunk, 
sturdy and erect to see, but at the first blow of the axe 
found to be consumed within. Ever since Morgan's death' 
fire and decay had been eating him, and now he was 
empty. 

However, he lived through the attack, and spent many 
weary, torpid days of convalescence, lying in his big dark 
bed at Gun Garden House, and watching the tracery of 
the Town Park trees sway and flicker against the De^m- 
ber sky. 

Sometimes he forgot that they were not the trees 
of the Wilderness — ^indeed, for some weeksi he was 
subject to que^r attacks of aphasia, in which the new 
Marlingate faded into the old that used to be, a quiet 
town of grass-grown streets and sunny, brine-sweet 
spaces. 

But there was yet another Marlingate into which his 
spirit was sometimes fetched, and this was a town he 
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dreaded. He saw it only in dreams, of a kind which 
recurred rather frequently during the early stages of con- 
valescence when his temperature still went up at nights. 
It was his old dream of a dead town, which he had 
dreamed after his sail in the Lizzie Hope. He found him- 
self a prisoner in dead, airless streets — empty, not with 
the sunny emptiness of bygone Marlingate, but rather 
with an aching, striving emptiness, on which his heart 
Avas ground as on a grindstone. He saw all the familiar 
landmarks, the Town Hall, the Maidenhood, the Assembly 
Rooms, St. Nicholas Church, the Aquarium — but each 
had clothed itself with a new and indefinable horror. 
They were familiar and yet horribly strange — their out- 
lines were hateful and so were the outlines of the empty 
streets, and the shuttered houses past which he wandered 
on an aching search after he knew not what. Up and 
down in dead man's town he walked all night, finding 
rest only in a weak, sweating waking at dawn, after which 
his horror still hung over him for a time. Indeed, once 
or twice, during the latter part of his convalescence, when 
the dream itself came no more, he found the terror closing 
down on him. in waking hours, when he sat in his easy 
chair at the window looking out at Marlingate. It was as 
if the town suddenly grimaced at him, as if its ruddy, 
smiling face, turned up so peacefully to the mild De- 
cember sky, had suddenly contorted with a leer and a 
sneer. 

Monypenny said nothing of these experiences. He 
was afraid of them. They were signs of a mental con- 
dition he would be ashamed to reveal. He felt that they 
were symptoms of madness — ^he had heard that the dis- 
tortion of familiar objects is a common accompaniment 
of insanity. 

No doubt the shock he had received, followed 
by the underm'inling of a long illness, had shaken the 
seat of his reason. He fought with his trouble in 
secret, and at last it passed. His mind cleared, and he 
saw things as they were — or at least as he used to see 
them. 

By the middle of January he was once more taking 
his part in the town's winter gaieties, with a trace of 
hectic emaciation to make him doubly romantic in the 
eyes of Marlingate 's young ladies. 
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§ 3 

After his wife's funeral Becket had gone back to 
London for a couple of months, but in February he 
returned to the Coney Banks and proceeded to wallow 
in his memories. Monypenny called on him once or 
twice, sometimes in a spirit of reluctance, sometimes 
aware of the tug^ings of a strange bond of union. Here 
was a man who had loved Morgan kindly and faithfully, 
the only man on earth who shared Monypenny 's love and 
sorrow, and at the same time the last man on earth who 
could be told of them. Yet sometimes in the bare fact 
there was comfort, and Monypenny would sit and listen 
patiently to his sentimental prosings, and come away 
soothed into a kind of peace. At other times Becket' s 
unconscious fellowship with him in the dead was only 
a source of maddening irritation and a jealousy that had 
never gnawed while Morgan was alive. 

Marlingate was extraordinarily gay that winter. 
Every evening the music of the Polka and the Valse k 
deui-temps came from the Assembly Rooms or from 
some lighted up house in the residential part of the town. 
The afternoons were^ filled with concerts, theatrical per- 
formances (sometimes by genteel amateurs) and calls paid 
sedately by brougham or victoria — while the mornings 
were spent in ceremonial promenadings round the band- 
stand, or on some sheltered seat in the Marine Gardens. 
Through all this gaiety, from the morning promenade 
to the evening polka, Monypenny moved centrally, the 
chief figure of all. No one noticed that he was partner- 
less, that all his pacings and bowings were as ridiculous 
as those of a man who goes through a minuet alone. 
Some people thought that he was relapsing a little into 
his old shyness and silence, from which he had so mar- 
vellously emerged about eighteen months ago, but the 
tendency was to put this down to his illness, and young 
ladies murmured romantically that he was consumptive 
— which he was not. 

He never became quite as abrupt and reserved as he 
had been in the old days — Morgan had made a social 
animal of him, and he could not in a twinkling undo her 
work. But he was aware in his heart of a new remote- 
ness, such as had never underlain the old taciturnity. 
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He was able to laugh and talk, pay compliments, and even 
make jokes, as he had never done in his early days of 
triumph, but he could not lose that sense of loneliness — a 
rather grotesque loneliness. 

This futility gnawed at him not only on the social 
but on the municipal side — ^which was rKliculous, for he 
knew that Morgan had never taken the slightest interest 
in his borough activities except to thwart them. Never- 
theless, his first free rapture of zeal had been succeeded 
by a strange inertness at Corporation and Town Com- 
mittee meetings — he felt dwindled and pathetic in his seat 
under the Borough arms. This was not the same as the 
emotion that had stirred him into revolt and boredom 
during his perplexing day of surrender — it was rather a 
state of strangeness and clumsiness, of municipal inhibi- 
tion. He was half inclined to put it down to the languors 
of illness — he asked his doctor to prescribe a tonic, and 
drank two glasses of port carefully after dinner. 

But all the while he knew that under all these restraints 
and activities, these yearnings and stirrings and regrets 
of his surface being, lay a gulf too deep for his thoughts 
to fathom, at the bottom of which lived horrors unimagin- 
able, and into which he must inevitably go down some 
day. 

§ 4 

But at present he was still on the surface, moving 
about forlornly among ghosts — pale substances that 
waxed in unreality till at last it seemed as if everything 
real and vital was down in the gulf and the only living 
thing about him was this despair he could not face. Even 
his grief for Morgan, as he was able to formulate it, 
was a surface thing, and seemed strangely inadequate. 
He missed her — as woman and as inspiration — ^but that 
was all. He was sometimes astonished at the littleness 
of his feelings on her account — she had been so wonder- 
ful, and there was nothing wonderful about his sorrow, 
nothing but a dull ache and growing futility. His sense 
of freedom still remained, but it was less pleasurable and, 
therefore, less shameful — it was growing, like all the rest 
of his emotions, rather stale. 

He still finicked with his plans for Park Terrace, and 
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corresponded with Decimus Figg. Once Figg came to 
stay at Gun Garden House and tore many shadows and 
silences with his boisterous laugh and wagging tongue. 
He was growing prosperous now. Marlingate had 
brought him into reputation, and he had just been com- 
missioned to design a Town Hall for a newly incorporated 
northern borough. Monypenny envied him his enthusi- 
asm and pride in his work, and his love for it which had 
kept him celibate and single-hearted. 

** I don't get time to think of women — and after all, 
when I've got hold of beauty why should I bother about 
what is at best only a partial attempt at its expression. 
Looking for beauty in woman is like drinking the water 
of life out of a cracked cup when you've got the whole 
river at your feet. Besides, there isn't enough of me 
to go spreading over everything. I was made more for 
dreaming things than doing 'em, just as I design Town 
Halls but should be doosid sorry to have to build 'em. 
You're different — ^you're a man. Found it out yet? " 

Monypenny, who had a queer feeling of intimacy and 
equality with Figg, was moved to a partial confidence. 

"I've found out that you were wrong in what you 
said to me here two or three years ago. Do you remem- 
ber? You said that I would never find real satisfaction 
in Marlingate — that I was bom to be something more 
than just the builder of this town, a poet or a lover or 
something. Well, I'm not — I've tried it, and it didn't 
answer. I found that this town means more to me than 
any human relationship, and when I had to choose be- 
tween Marlingate and — er — ^love, I chose Marlingate. ' ' 

"I'd never have thought it. I'd have thought you'd 
make a fine lover. You've got an air, you know. Don 
Juan — 'ha ! ha ! Well, perhaps it's better to be a Mayor 
or an Alderman than a lover — not quite so common, any- 
way. Ha ! ha ! " 

"Ha! ha!" 

The evening after Figg left, when Monypenny, in spite 
of a certain feeble enjoyment he had felt at his friend's 
visit, was looking forward to being alone. Alderman 
Lewnes came in. 

Mony|>enny was lying back in his favourite attitude 
in his leather armchair, with his long legs stretched to 
the fire, his hand over his eyes, feeling the first welcome 
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approaches of a doze. He could scarcely restrain his 
annoyance at the sight of Lewnes, red-faced and bustling, 
and grasping" a roll of parchment which meant the dLs- 
cussion of borough affairs. 

** Good evening, Mayor. Thought I'd find you. You 
look a bit pulled down — still weak and easily tired, I 
suppose. Nasty complaint, influenza — never seems to 
have done with you." 

Monypenny had risen, and with grave courtesy had 
pulled forward another armchair, at the same time order- 
ing" his servant to bring in port and cigars. 
Lewnes sat down and unspread his roll. 
" Figg left this at my place this morning, and Lusted 
and I are both agreed — ^we can't stand it." 

He thrust into Monypenny's hands the architect's 
designs for the new houses on the Coney Banks. 

** If they were to be built like that," continued Lewnes, 
pointing with a podgy and rather dirty finger — ** in three 
years' time no one would scarce ever know that they 
virere new 'ouses." 

Figg had taken as his models the seventeenth century 
houses at the foot of the Banks, and had kept faith with 
their big, sprawling roofs and casement windows. Even 
Monypenny thought he had been a little extreme in his 
loyalty to the spirit of the town. 

"You could modify the windows," he suggested — 
" Figg isn't pig-headed. He'll let his designs be improved 
upon." 

Lewnes sniffed. 

"You'd never improve these 'ouses into anything 
decent. They've got no style — ^not a vestige of it. I 
want something modern and convenient on my land, 
something with style — a bit slap-up, you know." 

" I see — but that would hardly be in keeping with the 
rest of the Coney Banks." Monypenny felt a sudden 
weariness of the whole job. His voice lacked its old ring 
of authority, and Lewnes 's horns came out a bit further. 
"Excuse me. Mayor, but it would. All those Coney 
Bank 'ouses were new and up-to-date in the best style 
when they were first put up. The party who built those 
old places down the street he didn't think he'd got to 
copy the Town Hall or any other old building that was 
there — ^he ran up something fashionable in his time; and 
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so did Lusted 's father when he took to buildings hig-her 
up — ^he didn't copy the old party down at the bottom ; and 
Lusted didn't copy his father. You see it's progfress, and 
you'll never g-et on without it. Fashionables want new 
slap-up styles, and you can't put 'em off by talking^ of 
* the spirit of the town. ' Picture me if I was to sell 
nothing" but knee-breeches and hig-h-waisted gowns in 
my Emporium, because Eugenie skirts and plaid 
trousers didn't match w5th the spirit of the town. He ! 
he!" 

Monypenny was far too log'ically minded not to see 
reason in Lewnes's speech. But he could hardly suppress 
a feeble laugb when he saw logic put into action. The 
Alderman triumphantly pulled out a second roll. 

"This was done in Lusted's office this afternoon. 
These are his 'ouses, and I must say I like them better 
than Figg's." 

The latest imaginations of the house of Lusted were 
like the older ones in height, but unlike them in sub- 
stance. The old Aldermanic houses, which Decimus Fig^ 
had laughed at ten years ago, had been built either of 
bricks or of mine-stones, and their frontages were gener- 
ally tarred — ^these new houses were fashionable in suits 
of stucco, and their bows had been angularised into 
bays, with balconies outsit them, and dropping from 
above, strange curving iron shades, toothed and per- 
forated at the rims, which reminded Monypenny of 
the parasols the laches of Marlingate carried at that 
period. 

"What are these?" he asked lamely. 

"The very newest thing — ^veranda-shades. They can 
be painted green or red or blue, according to the fancy of 
the tenant." 

"Don't like them — or basements either. Why do you 
want areas? " 

"All modern houses have them — most convenient. 
People don't want their servants with them on the same 
floor. Besides, it saves land. You get three or four 
rooms extra on the same ground-space." 

" I was not aware that we were hard up for land. " 

"Not now. But mark my words we will be if we 
build these beauties. They're absolutely the last London 
style; and I'll tell you something, Mayor, in confidence. 
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There was a gent, no end of a swell, in my place yester- 
day afternoon, and I heard him say that he wouldn't 
mind living- down here if he could get a nice, modern, 
convenient 'ouse " 

"Well, there's Becket Grove and Rye Lane 
Vmas " 

" But hark to what he said after that — he said he 
wished there was some 'ouses here like what they're 
building now at Brighton ; and they're building ten streets 
of these little beauties at Brighton ! " — and Lewnes waved 
Lusted 's designs triumphantly. 

Mony penny did not attempt to answer him. He felt 
tired — ^fagged out in spirit. The style of house on the 
Coney Banks seemed suddenly a very inconsiderable 
matter compared with his great desire to be let alone. 
He wished Lewnes would go, and stop bothering him 
any more. 

Lewnes must have realised this unfamiliar weakness 
in the master mind, for he began to advance his position 
under cover of a little bluff. 

"Of course, Lusted and I have made up our minds. 
We ain*t going to have Figg's designs. We'll pay him 
for 'em right enough — there's nothing mean about your 
'umble servant, I hope. But we won't use 'em. That's 
flat. We said we'd look at 'em to oblige you. Mayor, 
and now we've looked and we don't like — so that's over. 
Naturally if you've any observations to make £^^out these 
deigns of ours I'll be very willing to listen." 

For a moment during his words Monypenny's anger 
had quickened, but the next it had died out like a spark 
too weak to burn. After all, what was the sense of fight- 
ing Lewnes on this trifling question ? What did it matter 
if he built the Coney Banks over with freaks and de- 
formities? He had reason on his side, and it was hardly 
worth sacrificing reason to beauty since beauty was dead. 
Nor was it just that his pleasure should be spoiled for the 
sake of a man who would never know pleasure again. 
Anyhow it was not worth the effort of opposing him.\ 
He waved a languid white hand towards Lewnes 's 
scroll. 

** Build* what you please — crystal palaces or bathing 
boxes. I don't care. I leave it all to you." 

Lewnes looked startled. He had seen the unusual 
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weakness of the opposition, but he was unprepared for 
this collapse. 

"And you've no observations to make? " 

"None whatever." 

Lewnes raised liis port to his lips — surprise and vic- 
tory made his hand a little unsteady. Then he looked 
across at Monypenny in the opposite chair, and for the 
first time in 'his life he pitied him. He looked weak and 
ill and helpless — he must be in very poor condition to let 
himself be bullied. Yes, to-night he, Lewnes, had actually 
bullied him. And he had pitied him too, which seemed 
nearly as impossible. It would be something* to tell Lucy 
to-night and Lusted to-morrow. His heart warmed 
towards the cause of his triumph. 

"You look a bit down in the mouth, old feller. That 
nasty influenza still hanging about, I suppose. D*you 
know, I often. feel, Monypenny, that you ought to have 
someone to look after you — someone like what I've got 
at home — a nice little woman that'll fuss round and 
see that your shirts are aired and your slippers at the 
fire." I 

Monypenny 's face was lost behind a cloud of 
cigar smoke, ot perhaps Lewnes would not have con- 
tinued : 

"Now, you take the advice of one that's tried it, and 
get married. There's a score of nice gals that ud have 
you — and one I know of in particular. You 'eart- 
breaker! " 

Monypenny sat up. 

"I suppose you'll build those houses half-way up the 
Banks on the south side of the road ? " 

"Yes, a row of 'em." 

Lewnes was a little bewildered at this boomerang 
swing of conversation, and, having won his victory, was 
not anxious to remain on the battlefield. But Mony- 
penny kept him skirmishing over details, till at last, with 
his opinions as to the weakness of the enemy a trifle modi- 
fied, !he rose for a retreat to the little woman who was 
warming his slippers, 

Monypenny, as he showed him out of the door, ex- 
perienced a violent desire to help him down the steps with 
a kick behind. It was the first real emotion he had felt 
for months, but he restrained it. 
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§ 5 

The next morning- he could not think how he had done 
it — allowing himself to be bullied into toleration of 
Lewnes's vulgarities. In all his life he had never been 
gaiilty of such a lapse. He had betrayed his town — only 
in a minor matter, it is true, but it added to his shame to 
realise that he had failed in so little who had been faith- 
ful in so much. Constans Fidei — in fulfilment of the 
borough motto he had sacrificed the whole heart and 
sweetness of life, and now over a minor matter of rue 
and cummin he had been found wanting. 

At first his impulse was to go to Lewnes and revoke 
his bounty, but he was withheld, partly by the realisation 
that his opposition would be useless — it had no legal 
rights, it had always been built on a prestige which he 
had now kicked over — and partly by the dragging of the old 
weariness — the old question, " What doesSt matter? " which 
had not been answered yet. Besides, the Coney Banks were 
only a very small part of the town, and he had all his new 
buildings at the back of the Park to think of. If he carried 
out his great plan then the small unsightliness of Lewnes's 
creation would be wiped out in the general dazzle. 

These thoughts brought him out to the woods that 
dfternoon. It was a moist February day — a pale sun- 
shine shone among the clouds, but seemed almost too 
feeble to reach the earth, where there was neither gleam 
nor shadow. Only in the upper air a kind of radiance 
hung, dim and thick in the earth-smelling mists that 
smudged the fine tracery of the oaks. Under Mony- 
penny's boots the ground made sucking, watery sounds, 
for it had the soakings of much rain. Pools had gathered 
in the mud, and in the hollows of the ash-stumps, and 
the ruts of the track were full of water which was yellow 
with the reflection of the primrose gaps in the sky. 
There was no colour in the woods save washed-out duns 
and yellows, and no scent save the smells of earth and 
water, and no sound save the splash and suck of Mony- 
pcnny's feet in the mud. 

He followed the track out of sight of the backs of 
Becket Grdvc, away towards Old Rumble, where it began 
to climb. All the while he traced beside it houses and 
gardens that would wipe out the indignity of the Coney 
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Banks. He carried a roll of plans with him, and every 
now and then he stopped and pored over it. He half 
wished that he had asked Becket to come with him. H^ 
could do nothing without Becket. He would fetch him 
out to-morrow. After all, it was a poor game doing this 
sort of thing alone. The woods were dreadfully lonely, 
and their stillness oppressed him. . . . 

"Come back to these woodlands, sweet Morgan le 
Fay, ..." 

He had put his roll of plans against a tree, holding 
it in position with his hand and forearm, and his despair 
closed on him. What was the use of wandering in the 
woods when he would never again see Morgan le Fay 
laughing at him from a tree-trunk as she had laug^hed 
when first he came to plan? What did it matter whether 
he came alone or with Becket now that he was doomed 
to a lifelong loneliness? What was the use of planning 
for beauty now that beauty was dead? 

He sat down upon an ash-stump, his hands clenched 
round the scroll of his useless endeavour, and his thoughts 
became miserably clear. He saw why he had given in 
to Lewnes last night. It did not matter a damn what 
Lewnes built on the Coney Banks, or what Monypenny 
built behind the Town Park. Everything was equally 
futile now Morgan was dead. He had built Marlingate 
for Morgan — before he had ever seen her he had built 
it for her — she was that Dream Beyond, after which he had 
always striven, and at last had held, and now had slain. 

He saw what was in the gulf under his thoughts. It 
was the knowledge that he had sacrificed himself and 
Morgan to a lie. Hitherto he had always been able to 
get a little comfort, a little moral stiffening, from the 
thought that he had been faithful where his faithfulness 
was due, but now he saw that his very faithfulness had 
been nothing but a huge betrayal of himself. It was to 
Morgan that he had always belonged, not Marlingate, 
and if he had clung to Morgan, he realised that in some 
dim, strange way he would still have kept Marlingate, 
even if he never set foot in it again — but when he re- 
nounced Morgan he lost Marlingate too. Morgan le Fay 
in her death had worked a far greater enchantment than 
ever in life. For she had taken his town with her into 
the shadows. Marlingate was dead. 
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§ 6 

The trees of Old Rumble and Sharnden Woods hid 
from the town the sight of its Mayor crouched upon an 
ash-stump, his head on his knees, his roll of plans in the 
mud beside him. Drippings from the boughs splashed 
on his shoulders and on his grey top-hat which lay for- 
lornly in the leaves beside the parchment. For an hour 
he scarcely moved, and the woods which had kept the 
secret of his Ipve from the prying town now kept the 
secret of his grief. 

For an hour Monypenny sat hunched on his ash-stump, 
so still that a rabbit ate a primrose leaf beside him and 
a thrush broke a snail's shell on the crown, of his top hat. 
Then he lifted a damp, lined face. He had been down 
in the gulf under his thoughts, and came up like a man 
half drowned. His eyes looked weak and red, though 
he had not wept. 

He stretched his limbs, which were aching with cramp, 
and stood up ; then he discovered that he was trembling. 
He was shaking so that he could hardly stand. He sat 
down again, and, picking up his hat, began to brush it 
with his sleeve. Far away down in the pit of his tortured 
mind some habit of niceness still lived and fretted to see 
the rubbed nap, with the drops of rain and bits of snail* 
shell. Given at first a mechanical stimulation, the habit 
rose out of the pit to the surface of consciousness, and 
Monypenny found in his chaos and flood a little bit of 
solid ground. He picked up a handful of dead leaves 
and began to rub the mud off his boots, he brushed globes 
of moisture from his coat, resettled his tie, which had 
gone astray, under the wings of his Gladstone collar. 
Then he stood up, once more a man. 

But he could not go back to Gun Garden House. At 
his solitary tea-table in his library of glooms the horror 
might swallow him up again. He dared not face a lonely 
evening, and unluckily he had no engagement that night. 
Should he go back into the town and call upon the 
Pelhams?— or the Hurdiootts? — or the FuUeyloves? — or 
Lady Cockstreet? Pelham would talk of the town's 
business, and the rest of the town's pleasure. All were 
linked with the agony he had suffered — they lay witl^ 
Morgan and Marlingate in the hell he had just struggled 
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out of, which yawned to capture him again. Besides, he 
did not like to think of the long walk townward through 
the woods, between the mocking ghosts of the houses he 
was planning for naught. He wanted a near refuge. 

As he looked over his shoulder he suddenly saw the 
sunset gleam in a merge of copper and amber on the 
windows of some house set up above the woods. His 
first thought, in a brain still weak and unsteady from its 
experiences, was that this was one of his ghostly houses, 
suddenly alive and aflame. But the next moment he 
realised that it was Old Rumble House. The illusion had 
been too transient for him to feel wistful at its fading — 
on the contrary, he tiiought of Old Rumble and Fanny 
Vidler with a certain comfort. Fanny *s company would 
be less drearily indifferent than Pelham*s or Hurdicott*s, 
and her house a better and a closer refuge than any in the 
town. She was a good girl, Fanny, and he felt tiiat her 
peaceful kindliness was the very welcome he wanted. 

He realised that he was no fit object for a lady's house 
— ^but he couldn't help that. He must 'have some sort of 
friendly company, and he knew now that what he wanted 
was a friendly woman's company. Fanny would divert 
and soothe him, she would pamper his body, which felt 
cold and tired and cramped. He would sit by her fire 
and drink the hot tea he was craving for, and listen to 
her good-natured, cheerful talk. He remembered what 
Lewnes had said to him about her last night, and at any 
other time the memory would have kept 'him away, but 
to-day it !iad no more power than his damp and muddy 
clothing. 

§7 

Old Rumble House was a four-square Georgian build- 
ing, red and solid, at the corner of Old Rumble Wood. 
Wlicn Monypenny drew near it seemed ridiculous to 
think that he had ever taken it for a ghost; it was alto- 
gether so substantial — typical creation of an imagination 
fed on beef and turnips. It stared blandly at him down 
its drive as he walked up towards it, and its large, 
friendly portico seemed to welcome him as he stood 
beneath its fluted columns and raised the heavy knocker 
of the door. 
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A further welcome waited inside. Monypenny had 
called only once before at Old Rumble, and then it was 
on some dim, ceremonial occasion half forgotten. Fanny 
and her cousin. Sue Vidler, were alone and intensely 
thrilled and delighted by this visit of the Mayor. The 
hungry imaginations of Monypenny 's fagged brain were 
realised. He found himself sitting in a deep armchair 
by a blazing fire, while Fanny and Sue handed muffins 
and tea. His overcoat, in the midst of his apologies for 
it, was sent to the kitchen to be dried, and if he had 
not been still sufficiently himself to shrink from any con- 
tact with the ridiculous the same would have happened 
to his boots. 

It was the comfortable peace he had expected; the 
fire and the hot tea brought him into a state of well-being 
which showed him that the reactions of the body have 
power over the most desperate states of the mind. He 
began even to take an interest in Fanny's conversation 
— at first there had been a queer, startled abstraction 
about him, a restless timidity, which gave rise to much 
fluttering and laughing conjecture between the two 
women after he was gone. Fanny sat on a low chair, 
her maroon silk skirts spreading round her on the floor, 
the firelight playing on her broad pretty face, showing 
him her big white teeth every time she smiled', which was 
often. She was now an extraordinarily fihe young woman 
of twenty-four, with a soft creamy skin, warm golden 
eyes, and hair the colour of Old Rumble Woods in 
autumn. Her voice was soft and pleasant, and she used 
pleasant words when she spoke. She was trivial without 
being silly. 

He had always* liked her, and now he felt himself 
grateful to her for the refuge she was unconsciously pro- 
viding. Fanny was not brilliant, and one or two 
Marlingate young ladies might have called her ungenteel 
— certainly there was nothing remarkable about her simple 
chat that evening. But it was keeping Monypenny out 
of helL 

When he felt himself safe and able to face his lonely 
nighrt, he rose to go. Fanny blushed when he thanked her 
sincerely for his entertainment, and he remembered 
Lewnes's words witii more embarrassment than earlier 
in the afternoon. Perhaps it was wrong and cruel of 

N 
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him to have used her as a comforter when he would use 
her as nothing* else — and yet her happy face told him that 
he had not used her ill. 

§ 8 

After that Monypenny saw a great deal of Fanny 
Vidler. They met frequently in the natural course of 
entertaiinments, but that had always been, and now was 
not enough. He sought her out at the back of the town, 
in her house behind the woods. Here a great red fire 
burned on right into May, and there was always a c^air 
for him beside it, and tea and muffins, and a friendly voice 
that made no demand on his tired wits but flowed serenely 
on through pleasant things. 

He needed Fanny, and he was grateful to her not 
only for supplying his need but for creating it. He was 
glad to discover any cravings in himself, however humble 
— and he would never forget how she had saved him in his 
hour of despair. There had been no falling back into 
the pit, but he suffered in his daily life with a new aware- 
ness. It was one of the many baffling accompaniments of 
Morgan *s death that time should quicken rather than 
deaden his sense of loss, that every week his sorrow and 
his longing should grow, twined more and more closely 
with regret and bitter shame. 

He was still as thorougli as ever in his Mayoral duties, 
but it was a mere mechanical thorougliness. His ambi- 
tion no longer preyed on circumstances or soared in 
dreams. At the same time he lost that outward air of 
weariness and abstraction which the Corporation had 
occasionally noticed and put down to his illness. He was 
now always businesslike and increasingly dignified. With 
Lewnes he had an especial air of stiffness, as if to warn 
him that his manners must mend. 

Meanwhile the plans for Park Terrace had been 
approved by Beoket and were to take shape at 
once. Nearly every day Monypenny was up in the 
woods to inspect the clearing, and at the end of an after- 
noon's surveillance it was natural that he should go for 
rest of mind and body to Old Rumble House. He was 
still unable to face a lonely evening, and the mixed dis- 
tractions of municipal entertainments had not the same 
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soothing effect as these quiet hours of sunset and fire- 
lig-ht. He was too deeply exhausted to find much diver- 
sion in carnival ; besides, all the gaieties in which he took 
part, whether borough or private, reminded him of 
Morgan, and that sedate, sweet dance they had danced 
together through Marlingate's festivities. Morgan had 
no associations with Old Rumble House. Her ghost did 
not follow him in under the fluted columns of its portico 
— ^he left it outside in Old Rumble Woods. 

Of course, he knew the conclusions that Marlingate 
would draw from his visits to Fanny; it had gossiped 
enough when his attentions were merely social and 
public, so he could imagine how it talked now that they 
had become personal and private. Sue Vidler — an arch, 
indiscreet old maid, given to significant withdrawals — no 
doubt had her thoughts on the subject, and no doubt 
did not keep them ,to herself. The trouble ^was that 
Fanny must have thoughts too. She could not know that 
Monypenny came to her because he dared not face his own 
solitude, whether alone at Gun Garden House or in the 
midst of some gay company — because she was, inexplic- 
ably the only human being who could give him any sort 
of rest. He often wondered how it was that he found 
rest in Fanny. He had always liked her, but then he 
had always liked Lady Cockstreet, and never thought of 
going to her in his loneliness. 

He saw clearly that it was woman he wanted, and less 
clearly that he wanted her as woman. At first he was 
horrified when he discovered this. But as well as the 
comfort of Fanny's presence and conversation he wanted 
the comfort of her in his arms, to kiss her pleasant mouth 
and tawny hair, to take from her the ghost of love, since 
he could never have more than the ghost. 

He was ashamed of himself, ashamed of compromis- 
ing Fanny with the town and of troubling her heart. He 
was ashamed to discover that his senses and his virility 
had not died with her who had awakened them. He tried 
to keep away from Old Rumble House and found that he 
could not. Fanny was now the only fixed thing in his 
life — Morgan was dead and Marlingate had crumbled, 
but Fanny had somehow a life and solidity of her own. 
Her goodness to 'him had made her real, and her reality 
had created his need of her. 
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At first (he rebelled miserably against these discoveries. 
It was humiliating' to realise th^t he could not endure his 
grief in self-respecting austerity, but must take what com- 
fort he could ^et from the thmgs it had left upstanding. 
He found himself envying those noble souls who were 
able to keep faith with their sorrow, and having lost the 
best, turn in contempt from everything else, keeping their 
clear-eyed vigil beside the polished tomb of love — Constans 
Fidei. 

A year ago he would have recoiled in fastidious horror 
from .the suggestion that so soon after Morgan's death he 
would be considering marriage with another woman. Yet 
he knew in his heart that his unfaithfulness was cwily the 
bodily expression of an inward faith. If he had loved 
Morgan a little less he might have been true to her 
memory. 

Marriage was the only way he could fill the void that 
she had left in his life. No doubt an outbreak into vice 
would have been a more normal and approved expression 
of his grief, ^ince it could not be expressed in terms of 
constancy. But his was a nature self-contained and 
arrogant even in its reactions — besides, to be vicious in 
Marlingate required an effort, and any sort of effort 
was b^ond him now. He could only follow his poor 
unheroic path to Fanny, stumbling to her feet to be 
comforted. 

As he could not stop away from her he must marry 
her, because he had too much regard for her to com- 
promise her or to grieve her. Besides, he must once more 
have woman in his life. If he married Fanny he would 
not be putting her in Morgan's place — ^he must have that 
much concession to sentiment — Fanny would be a com- 
fortable background, the keeper of his house, the mother 
of his children, all the things that Morgan would never 
have been, except in so new and brave a way that they 
would not have seemed the same things any more. His 
mind went over much the same ground as it had gone 
when he lay in his bed and pondered, after his landing 
from the Lizzie HopCy but it now knew a new need, and 
the old considerations of borough expediency no longer 
swayed him. His deliberations ended, as the earlier 
ones, in a walk through the woods to Old Rumble 
House. 



Guardian and Guide 205 

§ 9 

This time there was nothing to stop him on his way 
to sacrifice — no embodiment of all the sunshine in the 
woods, the gflowing, poppy-coloured, fire-hearted shape 
of Summer and love. He tramped without uncertainty. 
He had no need to fling- himself down in a thicket and 
think on with his half-thought question. He had stooped 
to his fate, to the inevitable tragedy of his human weak- 
ness, and the only doubt in his mind was whether Fanny 
would accept his offering. She must know that he did 
not love her — ^he had never pretended to love her — 
he could not now pretend to love her. His offering 
of himself was a surrender not to love but to 
grief. Fanny would be sure to see that something was 
wrong and refuse to accept him on such terms. For 
Monypenny was still very humible and diffident in the 
matter of women. The town would have laughed at him 
and told him that Fanny would be willing to forgo 
not only love on his s5de but love on hers. Refuse 
the Mayor of Marlingate with rank and power, good 
looks and money ! What girl would be so grasping 
as to demand that love be thrown into such a weighted 
scale? 

It happened that both Monypenny and the town were 
wrong. Fanny accepted him joyfully and gratefully, and 
not for his wealth or his position, but for himself, the 
man she had loved and longed for nearly eight years. Not 
only did she love him, but she had no idea that he did 
not love her. She had seen for months that he obviously 
could not keep away from her, and how could sfhe possibly 
know that it was love for another* woman that drove him 
to her side? 

He had never flirted with, her or paid her compli- 
ments, but it was easy to see that his nature had not 
any of that small change. He never attempted to 
make love to htr or kiss her, but in those days such 
familiarities formed no part of a decent wooing. Mony- 
penny, by his frequent visits, his gentle, humble manner 
in her presence, and the staid embrace with which he 
received her acceptance of him had fulfilled all the con- 
ditions of courtship as understood by Fanny Vidler 
in 1867. 
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§ lO 

So one August day the bells of St. Nicholas rang for 
Monypenny's wedding. It was a festival in Marlingate, 
and the churdi was crowded so that the mouldy aisles 
smelled like the Assembly Rooms on gala nig^hts — of 
flowers, cologne water, new glacis, and macassar oil. 
All the company could not be got into the church nor 
afterwards into the Marine Hotel, where the reception 
was held, as Fanny's own house was too remote and her 
uncle Vidler's too lowly for the purpose. 

There had been intense excitement when it was 
known that the Mayor had at last thrown the handker- 
chief. Everyone said that they "had expected it would 
be Fanny Vidler." None the less, extraordinary runuxirs 
were current of a disappointed baronet's widow, a titled 
debutante who had straightway left Marlingate with her 
frustrated mamma, and a Hurdicott of Graveley who had 
fainted circumstantially over the back of the sof^ on 
hearing the news. 

Some people said that he had thrown himself away on 
Fanny Vidler — he could have had rank as well as wealth 
for the asking; others were rejoiced that he had dhosen 
municipally, and also according to prophecy. Everyone 
agreed that Fanny was a good girl and deserved her luck. 
She gave herself no airs either during the engagement or 
at the wedding. Indeed, she looked a little shy and 
abashed standing by her husband's side at the Marine 
Hotel, her Brussels veil rolled back from her red hair, 
while Hurdicotts and Papillons and Fulleyloves and even 
the Lincoln Duchess offered her their kid-gloved hands. 

Monypenny looked flushed and rather excited. He 
laughed and talked a great deal with his Aldermen and 
Councillors who grouped round him just as her brides- 
maids grouped round Fanny. Decimus Figg was best 
man, triumphant but a little baffled. Somehow Fanny 
was not at all the sort of girl he would have expected his 
friend to marry . . . and had she anything to do with 
the confidence Monypenny had made him that night six 
months ago? . . . and had either of 'em, supposing there 
were two, anything to do with that extraordinary lapse 
in which the Mayor had given Lewnes and Lusted a free 
hand to build houses like wedding-cakes on Cuckoo Hill? 
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• . • Figfg's Adam's aj^le worked convulsively; he was 
one of the people who believed that Monypenny was 
tlirowing himself away, and hoped that he would not 
throw aWay anything more than himself. 

Becket prowled round the company rather sadly. He 
had broken his retirement to come to Monypenny's wed- 
ding and was feeling dazed and out of focus. People 
remarked to each other on his altered looks — evidently 
the loss of Morgan had broken him more than the loss 
of Emma. 

** Poor soul," said Fanny to her bridegroom, "it must 
be terrible for him to come to a wedding, of all things. 
He ought to have stayed at home ; you wouldn't have been 
hurt — would you, Edward? You'd have understood — she 
hasn't been dead a year." 

§ II 

The honeymoon was long and rambling. The doctor 
had told fMonypenny that he ought to have quite three 
months away from Marlingate. That was Dr. Cooper, 
the new doctor who had come to live in Becket Grove. 
He told Monypenny that he had not yet entirely shaken 
off the effects of last winter's illness, and that the fatigue 
and inertia of which he complained were due to his need 
of a thorough rest and change. 

"When you go away — keep away. You want to lead 
a thoroughly different life from what you've been leading 
for the last ten years ; you want travel, change, leisure — 
and Mrs. Monypenny." 

Monypenny did his best to carry out this prescription. 
His Mayoral duties forbade his entirely severing himself 
from Marlingate, but he was able to go to and fro by 
rail when oocasion demanded, and for that reason, after 
the first month, they inever went very far from the town. 
The first month wasi spent in Derbyshire, first at Matlock 
Bath and afterwards at Buxton. Then Monypenny and 
Fanny came south to Tunbridge Wells where they stayed 
for a fortnight, afterwards travelling desultorily from 
place to place within thirty miles of Marlingate. 

Having had no illusions, Monypenny found marriage 
very much what he had expected. He had married for 
the comfort of Fanny's presence, just as a man might 
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break the crushing dark of a cavern by lighting a candle. 
The tiny flame is lost in the blackness, yet it is better, 
a thousand times better, than nothing. Some women 
might have outrun his calculations, and surprised him 
When he tpossessed them, showing new qualities under 
new conditions, but Fanny had no surprises — she would 
always be the same comfortable, kindly soul, loving and 
quiet, not unintelligent but a little slow, practical and 
infinitely patient. The only difference was that he 
occasionally grew a trifle weary of her. He grew tired 
of her slow pleasant talk, and of her slow, pleasant mind, 
which was like a little garden. He was careful not to let 
her see this, for his gratitude and respect were unabated ; 
he merely made occasions for leaving her with any nice 
women there might be in the hotel while he explored town 
and country. 

He grew familiar with the places where they stayed — 
Tunbridge Wells, Maidstone, Canterbury, Ramsgate. 
He explored their streets and their surroundings, and in 
time they came to have a curious, individual life of their 
own ; they seemed more alive to him than Marlingate. 
Tunbridge Wells was alive in the quiet streets dozing 
round the neglected Pantiles, 5t was like an ancient beauty 
living on her memories; Maidstone was more countrified 
beside the river, and it had grass-grown alleys and old 
stones that smelled sweet in the sunshine and reminded 
him of the Marlingate that used to be before he changed 
it — and he caught himself wishing that he had never 
changed it, but had let it drowse beside the river. ... He 
could remember Zuriel Place when the grass grew be- 
tween the cobbles and in the cracks of its old steps. . . . 

Last of all they went to Ramsgate. It was now the 
end of October, and the place was nearly empty. Only a 
few visitors lurked in corners of the hotel or dotted the 
promenade. Somehow Ramsgate reminded Monypenny 
of Marlingate even more than Maidstone, but not of 
Marlingate as it used to be, nor yet of Marlingate as it 
was now — ^it seemed to link him with some aspect of his 
town that he had not yet realised. He was not able to 
explore it much, for the hotel was so dreary that he did 
not care to leave Fanny, as he had so often done in the 
more cheerful company of Tunbridge Wells and other 
places. He made up his mind soon to go back — Marlin- 
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gat© was not deserted in November ; oh the contrary its 
vinter season was just starting in circumstances as 
auspicious as ever. 

"Ramsgate is going down," said one of the few in- 
mates of the hotel, a retired solicitor from Chatham, 
"and I blame the Corporation. They ought to have 
worked the winter season better. Every respectable 
watering-place has a winter season nowadays; it's the 
fashion. I test a town by its winter season. It's easy 
enough to get people — of a sort — to come in Summer; 
but Winter's altogether diflferent — you must make a place 
worth coming to if you're to have visitors in Winter." 

"We get plenty of people to come to Marlingate in 
Winter, don't we, Edward? " said Fanny. 

"Yes, my love. I've always tried to impress the 
Town Committee with the importance of the winter 
season." 

" Oh, you're one of the big .pots of Marlingate, are 
you?" said the man from Chatham. "That's a town 
which has had a wonderful success. I've never been 
there — I'm still faithful to Ramsgate — been here every 
year since I married. I remember it when it was as 
stylish a place as Marlingate — ^full all the year round. 
But now! it's going down — there's no mistake about it — 
it's going down." 

"How do you account for it — this decay of seaside 
towns? One's noticed it in other places besides Rams- 
gate " — and Monypenny remembered Belgarswick, with 
its dirty, empty windows and cracking walls. 

"It would be hard to say — causes vary in every case. 
Sometimes the Mayor and Corporation bite oflf more than 
they can chew and find themselves left with no money 
to g-o on with. Sometimes a fellow gets in and cheapens 
the whole show — that's fatal. Sometimes there's a 
scandal or a scare — bad drains or something. Or pec^le 
take it into their heads that the place is getting ungenteel. 
Once drive the best people away and the rest will follow 
— ^the quantity always follows the quality in the end." 

"Well, Marlingate isn't likely to have any trouble of 
that kind," said Fanny comfortably. 

"No," said the man from Chatham; "from what I 
hear I should say that Marlingate would want more than 
a push to send it over. You see there's always been 
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plenty of money in the town, and the authorities have 
gone on the right tack. It will see Ramsgate out, and 
Brighton too. It*s been carefully built on a solid founda- 
tion — Egad ! I should think it would be even more of a 
job to knock Marlingate down than it was to build it up." 



§ 12 

They went home in November. Monypenny had 
declined the Mayoralty that year, and at his suggesticHi 
Vidler was elected. Thus Fanny was doubly honoured 
through her uncle and through her husband, for though 
Monypenny was no longer Mayor, he remained, as usual, 
the chief man in Marlingate. 

A year ago he would have doubted the wisdom of 
putting Vidler in office. The Alderman was sensible, 
loyal and efficient, but he was a plain man of the people, 
and neither his house nor his wife was adapted to his 
new glory. But now Monypenny had reached a stage 
when his municipal feelings were weak enough to be 
overridden by his more human emotions. He knew that 
Vidler wanted to be Mayor, he had always liked Vidler, 
and he knew that his promotion would please Fanny. 
So he gave the Corporation the necessary hint, and 
Vidler was elected, with Breeds as Deputy Mayor. 

Fanny was perhaps a little disappointed that her hus- 
band should thus have doffed his honour, even though 
it were in favour of her uncle. However, she never 
showed, by look or word, the smallest dissatisfaction. 
She was not by nature a grumbler, and now her vtrhole 
strength was concentrated on the effort to please her 
husband. For by this time she saw that he did not love 
her, that she herself was not enough for him, and that 
only by what she did, instead of by the mere fact of her 
being, could she make him happy. She had discovered 
this fairly early in their honeymoon. Marriage had not 
been for her as it had been for him, the fulfilment of a 
mediocre expectation. She had married him blinded by 
the glamour of her love and thinking that he loved her 
too; but that illusion could not survive marriage as it 
had survived courtship. Monypenny was invariably kind 
and considerate, but she was not such a fool as to be 
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tontent mecely with his good manners. Inexperienced as 
she was in the ways of love, she could not help seeing- that 
his few moments of passion did not ring true. His passion 
was a ghost, and had the queer effect of making her feel 
a ghost too. When he kissed her she seined to k>se her 
substance, to acquire in her own eyes the unreality which 
she felt she had in his. The result was that, in spite of 
her deep and intensely human love for him, she shrank a 
little from his caresses, gradually moulding their relations 
to a cahner expression in which she was his servant and 
waited on him, doing him constant, loving service, from 
the ordering of his house to the mending oi his fire. She 
was most at her ease when she had him in his armchair 
by the hearth, with his slim legs stretched to the coals 
and his cheek resting on his hand, while she sat oppotsite 
him and arranged the fire-screen and spoke at intervals in 
(her slow, soft voSce, being careful as to what and how 
she spoke, for she saw now that she bored him occasion- 
ally. 

She sometimes wondered why he did not love her, 
and why, not loving her, he had married her. She did 
not think he had married her for her money. It was not 
according to his nature, and he seemed to care so sur- 
prisingly little about her estates. After some thought 
she came to the conclusion that he had married her 
because he was lonely, though even that did not tell her 
why he had chosen her out of all the beautiful and elegant 
young ladies of Marlingate. 

Then in course of time she found that from the ghost 
of passion that he had given her was going to come the 
great reality of her life. She was going to give him a 
child. His life was within her, even though she had 
never had his love. Out of shadows and disillusions 
something living and tangible would spring, and her 
patient, submissive love for her husband would bring her 
the inestimable reward of suffering for his sake. She 
would have dignity, too, and as the unloved mother of 
his child perhaps be happier than if she had been loved 
and childless. For her motherhood was her love expressed 
in its ultimate, most human terms, all the long dumb 
service of her body and her soul given its voiice nt 
last. 

But in the midst of her joy she wondered whether it 
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would be joy to him too. She doubted, and from day to 
day .put off telling- hiip. She had no definite ground for 
her doubts, and when at last she saw them confirmed by 
the blank, rather startled look on his face she did not 
understand exactly why he was resentful at this coming" 
to life of the shadows. He objected to a child in the 
house, perhaps, or he was too deeply preoccupied with 
his civic affairs to care for another responsibility. But 
the look was all she saw of protest, the deep protest of 
his whole nature against inexorable life; the next minute 
he smiled and kissed her gravely, with words of kindness 
and congratulation. 

The next morning", before she was awake, he rose 
noiselessly and went out on Cuckoo Hill. The day was 
pale and fresh, with spills of primrose in the flecked 
March sky, over which the wind was hurrying-, restless 
as the shadows it drove across the sea. He went a little 
way up the hill-side and sat down by a thicket of alder 
and bramble. He wanted to think; he oould not think 
unless he was alone, and now he never seemed to be 
alone. He remembered that he had married to save him- 
self from being" alone. 

§ 13 

When, at last, towards the end of September, Mony- 
penny held his newborn son in his arms he felt almost 
afraid. Once more he was conscious of the presence of 
the invader, and his attitude to the little red, wrinkled 
thing in its cocoon of blankets was very much what his 
attitude had beeo at first towards Morgan le Fay. He 
felt once more in the presence of the dim everlasting 
things that he dreaded — that he still dreaded, thoug-h he 
had definitely renounced them for his time-born streets. 
It seemed as if, in spite of his love lying d€;ad in the 
grave of his town, he had to acknowledg-e after all the 
triumph of the woods and the sea. 

It would, perhaps, be difficult to associate the forces 
of life with that little weak infant, whose protesting* wail 
was the dwindled epho of his father's lustier emotions. 
Life, too, did not seem to have much to do with Fanny 
as she lay among the shadows of the great bed, worn 
and languid, almost too weak to smile. Nevertheless, 



Guardian and Guide 213 

Monypenny felt that in these two life at once threatened 
and mocked him. All his inertia, his indifference, his 
brooding", his drifting, had resulted only in fresh life. 
Life was springing* out of the death of his soul. He 
was afraid. 

Fanny looked at him anxiously. She knew he had 
wanted a girl, and hoped he was not very much disap- 
pointed. She herself would have wanted a boy if her 
longings had been free. This boy was to be called 
Edward, after his father. 

"'AVhere are you going, my love?" she asked, as he 
laid the child back at her side. It seemed to her that he 
had been a very short time in the room. 

**I have a Town Committee meeting at twelve." 

He smiled down at her rather sadly and went 
out. She turned her head cmi the pillow towards the 
baby. 

Monypenny found the Town Committee explosive with 
congratulations. It consisted to-day of Vidler, Pelham, 
Breeds, Becket, Lusted, Lewnes and Bond. They sat in 
one of the smaller rooms of the Town Hall, a low, dim 
chamber to which the sunlight came chastened by the 
borough arms in the windows. 

"Most commendable of you, Monypenny," said Pel- 
ham, "to have torn yourself away from your home on 
such an occasion." 

"How's Fanny?" asked Vidler bluntly. 
"I expect you're glad it's a boy," said Lewnes. 
" When I heard the news I said to Mrs. L. : * There, my 
dear, that's an example for you to follow next month; 
after keeping me waiting all this time, don't you go and 
job me with a gal. ' " 

"I hope he is a healthy child," said Becket; "not 
like my poor little Lindsay. " 

Monypenny was rather stiff, both in receiving com- 
pliments and answering questions. He seemed anxious 
to turn from his own- affairs to the town's, and in five 
minutes Tom Potter was reading the minutes of the last 
committee meeting. 

Marlingate was once more a-building at both ends. 
On the Coney Banks Lewnes and Lusted were expressing 
their souls in stucco, bay windows, areas, and verandas 
like broken parasols ; behind Becket Grove the scaffolding 
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of Park Terrace rose over the trees. There was some 
difficulty about workmen, for since the abolition of the 
America Ground the artisan population of Marlingate had 
dwindled almost to the point of disappearance. 

"There's no accommodation for workpeople here,** 
said Lusted; "we should have thought of that when we 
cleared away the America Ground. We can't do without 
working" men in the town." 

"We could get some in from elsewhere, surely," said 
Bond; "just to meet the present emergency." 

"But where are they going to stop while they're 
here? We've no lodgings for 'em, either. We're so 
mighty genteel nowadays — no one lets lodgings except 
to the quality." 

"Wouldn't any of the fishermen take them in? " 

Lusted, Lewnes, and even Monypenny laughed. 

"The tanf rocks wouldn't care tuppence if Marlingate 
fell down to-morrow as long as Fish Street and the Stade 
were left standing. You won't get 'em to move an inch 
to help the town — it's nothing to them." 

"But if they were paid " 

"They earn plenty of money at the nets." 

"The fact is," said Lusted, "that what we want here 
in Marlingate is one or two rows of decent workmen's 
dwellings. They could be run up at very little cost and 
would take up very little room." 
Hear, hear," said Lewnes. 

Where would you build them ? " asked Mony- 
penny. 

"There's room between High Street and Fish Street, 
down by the Gut's — the Marlin Brook," suggested Vidler. 

"Or behind High Street, at the bottom of the Coney 
Banks," said Bond. 

"Which would complete the beauty and architectural 
variety of the Coney Banks," said Monypenny. 

"Or on the south side of the Cuckoo Hill, above the 
diff," suggested Lewnes. 

"Which would be a charming prospect from the 
Marine Gardens," said Monypenny. 

Lewnes was irritated by the Great Man's contempt 
He had succeeded in dictating to him once, but all later 
efforts had been nipped by a blight of sarcasm. He 
raised his voice : 
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"What about your wife's land at Old Rumble? It's 
yours now — you can build on it." 

"I probably, shall build on it — but not workmen's 
dwellings. Anything of that kind," he added, "I think 
would be best down by the Brook, as the Mayor has 
suggested." 

Lewnes looked sulky, but the rest of the committee 
seemed as willing as ever to submit to Monypenny*s 
dictation. The motion was put to the vote and carried, 
and the committee passed on to considering the estimates 
of some repairs at the waterworks. 

Afterwards, as he walked home, Monypenny asked 
himself why he had allowed workmen's cottages to be 
built by the Marlin Brook. Their erection would spoil 
the quiet and pleasant heart of the town. The gardens, 
sloping to the stream from the old backs of Fish Street 
and High Street, were as old as the streets themselves, 
full of rich soil and ancient timber. They stuffed the 
ribs of Marlingate with green; from them, trees and 
bushes and borders of lupins and dahlias straggled in 
shady strips between the houses, breaking and softening 
the reds and blacks of the town's mass. By building — 
and building meanly — in the midst of all this he broke 
up the spaciousness of Marlingate, its few green 
places. 

True, it would be better to build here than on Cuckoo 
Hill or on the Coney Banks. But there was no real 
necessity to build at all. The situation did not require 
it — with a little care and arrangement temporary accom- 
modation could have been found. He had always meant 
to keep Marlingate free from the slums that invaded, 
sooner or later, most seaside towns, the mean streets 
which prosperity seemed invariably to spawn at it$ back 
doors — and here he was, deliberately blessing such 
corruption. He could have prevented it ; he had absolute 
power with the committee, and though Vidler was now 
the head, he was still the brains of the town. But he 
had given way — not to the acutest form of the evil, it is 
true; nevertheless, he had tolerated it. It was all part 
of the new spirit which had put Vidler into the mayoral 
office and sanctioned Lewnes 's preposterous building on 
the Coney Banks. This was the third blow he had struck 
at the thing he used to love. 
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§ M 

Well, he did not much care. It Was nothing to him if 
Marlingate went the way of Ramsgate or Belgarswick. 
Such was a common fate of seaside towns. Then he 
remembered the words of the Chatham solicitor : " Egad ! 
it would be even more of a job to knock Marlingate 
down than it was to build it up." Perhaps, after all, 
his indifference would not hurt it much. People were so 
stupid — they suffered the second-rate gladly; only the 
fifth-rate or the sixth-rate would really sicken them. The 
workmen's houses and Lewnes's houses would not even 
make the town second-rate; they would merely be a 
dulling of its lustre, like breathing on glass. It would 
continue to flourish", with the bones of Morgan le Fay in 
its heart. It had eaten her alive ... it had eaten him 
too; it could not fail to grow fat. 

As he walked up the High Street, treading the yellow 
leaves into the pavement, it seemed as if the town wore 
the grimace he had seen on it in the days of his fever. 
There was something niocking and disgusting in its 
prosperity, lying there licked by the sun, sending up 
complacently the smoke of its hundred fires. A year ago 
he had said "Marlingate is dead," but now he knew 
that it was only Morgan who was dead. Marlingate 
lived and thrived and fattened, with her bones in its 
heart. 

He did not care what ha,ppened to it. Or, rather— 
he did care. The passive, almost unwilling, indifference 
of months had passed through disgust into active hostility. 
He knew that he would like to injure Marlingate — to 
make it drab with mean streets and ridiculous with 
Lewnes's houses, to fill it with third-rate people, to see 
It like Belgarswick, with dirty, empty windows and crack- 
ing walls. He would like to spoil its ancient picturesque- 
ness and modern elegance — he would like to avenge the 
beauty and life and imagination it had devoured. He 
would like to smash it. 

He was surprised at the violence of his emotion. 
Hitherto he had drooped before his town with no warmer 
feeling than regret — regret because he had loved it so 
much and had sacrificed to it in vain and now loved it 
no longer. But to-day he hated it. He saw it as a thing 
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that had cheated and betrayed him. It had cheated his 
ambition and betrayed his love. His joy, his hope, his 
glory lay dead in its streets. Revenge had been lurking 
with despair in that void under his thoughts, and now 
it was kindling his dead emotions. He felt alive again 
and fused with a queer resolve and strength. For once 
more a passiob had moved him, though it was a passion 
of hatred for all that he had formerly loved. 

He stood for a moment on his doorstep trying to 
recover himself ibefore he went in to Fanny. Something 
was crying out in him, harsh and exultant. He felt that 
he had again a purpose, something to live for, and at 
first he scarcely saw the bitterness of the new conditions. 

He mastered his excitement before long, and went 
upstairs to his wife. Fanny noticed a difference in him ; 
he seemed to have acquired since he went out a new 
elation and a new hardness. He stretched himself on 
the 'bed beside her and began talking about the Town 
Committee meeting and the workmen's cottages that he 
had decided to build down by the Marlin Brook. 

"But won't they spoil the pretty gardens at the back 
of High Street?" asked Fanny. 

Monypenny opened his mouth to say "I don't care 
if they do," but bargained with a few remarks on the 
necessity for wo;*kmen's dwellings and the scarcity of 
building space in Marlingate. 

"You could build them on the edge of Old Rumble, 
behind the Totty Lands. You know, Edward, I've always 
wanted you to build on my land." 

"So I shall," said Monypenny, "so I shall — and on 
the south side of Cuckoo Hill, and by the churchyard, at 
the bottom of the Coney Banks. I'm grateful to the 
Town Committee for making me some valuable 
suggestions. " 

"What a lot of building there'll be ! " 

"Yes — too much for Lusted. I'll have to get a 
London contractor in. And now," sliding off the bed, 
"give me the new citizen. I want to look at him." 

He found that he was grotesquely linking his son's 
birth with this rebirth of himself in sinister emotion. 
Poor little Edward was taken from his warm place beside 
Fanny and laid in his father's hard, awkward arms. 
He howled. 



CHAPTER II 

THE BURNING HEART 
§ I 

The years slowly piled themselves between Monypenny 
and the golden days — ^the days of his love for Morgan 
and his love for Marlingate. He was now walled into the 
new conditions. It seemed a different man who had loved 
Morgan Becket in the woods and had walked young- and 
free in the town's streets, shaping their glory. 

He was no longer actively unhappy. Custom and con- 
vention, which had always clipped and trimmed his enter- 
prises, were now at hand to regulate his sorrow. He 
found hSs usual comfort in the solemn, heavy, beautiful 
order of his home — ^in his wife and child — and in his 
various n^unicipal interests, revitalised now with his new 
malice* 

People said that he was growing very sober and 
solemn. The little flare of youth which had amazed his 
worthies in the year of the Town Park and the Marine 
Gardens seemed quite to have burnt out, leaving* more 
than the usual amount of ash. Young ladies actually said 
that he was growing dull — but that was probably only 
because he was married. 

Yet it was true that marriage had a little dimmed him. 
It had blunted those ideals of austerity which had kept 
his spirit keen and bright in the midst of bodily comfort. 
Its effect, however, was only on the surface — inwardly it 
made far less cfifference to his habit than might have been 
expected. Fanny's personality was not strong enough to 
stamp her husband's ever so faintly. She had not even 
moulded the domestic routine of Gun Garden House into 
a more feminine shape. The heavy hospitality remamed 
with the mahogany furniture. West still governed Mony- 
penny's wardrobe, and Mrs. Earl hSs kitchen. Fanny's 
own maid fluttered like a scared shadow in the gloom, 
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and gradually the mistress seemed to efface herself with 
her, to fade into the background like a fog*. 

Her husband was invariably kind, unfailingly patient 
and oonsiderate, but his queer, shadowy passion seemed 
to be devitalising her, to be making her one of his dreams. 
She was afraid of his love not because it was too virile, 
but because it was ghostly, the shadow of a flame. 
As for her own love, it was, of Stself, imable to sustain 
her— -it was an evaporation of herself into the empty air, 
so that in spirit she slowly faded, till she became one of 
the many ghosts of that dark house. 

Monypenny felt her going from him, and sometimes 
he wanted to hold her back, for she was sweet and com- 
fortable; but he lacked the power. She seemed to exSst 
ooly in what he needed of her, and he needed so little. 
He wondered why she had faded out like this — in the days 
of his wooing she had been substantial enough, the only 
substantial thing in the world. Could it be that the love 
wh5ch he still bore for the dead woman was disintegrating 
her, destroying her — swamping her in each one of his 
perfunctory caresses, like Niagara pouring into a tin mug. 

The boy had a sturdy life ctf his own, but here the dead 
had no claims — at least so St seemed at present, though 
Monypenny knew how much he had belonged to Morgan 
even in the child's begetting. Perhaps one day she would 
demand her share of Ted ... or passionately blot him 
out like his mother. 

Monypenny *s attitude towards him was rather nervous 
and aloof. He loved him, but he did not understand 
chiildren, and he was not a man to whom the bare fact of 
fatherhood is an illumination. On the contrary, he would 
have preferred not to see himself reproduced. There was 
already one materialisation of himself in existence, and he 
had made up his mind to destroy it. It confounded the 
issues to have this secondary reproduction. 

So at first he left Ted to his wife. In that province 
she should dominate, who kept the background in all 
others. But as the little boy grew he seemed to grow 
out of the comer into which Wis father had shut him ; he 
forced himself on Monypenny 's notice, not because he had 
a forceful character, but because of the eager life within 
him, which would not be repressed. He was an attractive 
child, too. In face he was like hSs father, with his swarthy 
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skin and dark eyes, and the promise of his long chin ; in 
character he was more like Fanny, gentle and good tem- 
pered, though every now and then Mony penny caught a 
glimpse of something which was certainly not Fanny's, 
and which as the years went by he recognised as the 
inheritance of his own passionate idealism. 

Then he was afraid. Suppose that Ted, when he grew 
up, should love Marlingate as he had loved it . . . suppose 
that in it he should seek and not find, ask and not receive, 
knock and not be answered. Ted, like his father, might 
live to break his heart on the town's stones. 



Monypenny now definitely schemed against Marlingate. 
It was his only possible response to the new conditions; 
it was, besides, a new! focus of the broken and scattered 
rays of his imagination. It had a colouring of mania, 
which his earlier ambitions had lacked, being in the 
normal, constructive course of nature, whereas this was 
a purpose to destroy, and, moreover, to destroy what he 
himself had created. But he was quite clear-headed — 
indeed, his present outlook was more balanced and more 
normal than those terrible, shadowy months of languor 
and indifference. Besides, the sense of tragedy was 
relieved — when he looked back he felt that there was 
nothing more heart-rending, more pathetic in his life than 
those blows he had unconsciously struck at the town, those 
occasions on which, out of his indifference, he had dis- 
honoured it. Now at least his attitude was deliberate, 
it had the dignity of a campaign. He had turned, by his 
own power, a humble fishing-village into one of the most 
select and prosperous resorts in England ; by that same 
pK>wer he could transform his new creation into what he 
conceived as the lowest, most loathsome form of municipal 
existence — a third-rate seaside town, a haunt of trippers, 
without beauty, order or seemliness. He, Marlingate's 
builder, its guardian and guide, was now leagued against 
it with the woods and the sea — he would work with these 
to avenge their martyr. 

He saw the difficulties of his task. It would, indeed, 
be a bigger job to destroy Marlingate than it had been 
to build it. It was not merely a town, it was a society, 
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a unit of civilisation, a solid lump of prosperity, as hard 
to disintegrate as a. rock. There was no use merely stay- 
ing- his hand and letting its own vulgar elements wreck 
it — there was little hope of its bursting from noxious 
gases within. Lusted and Lewnes might have common 
ideas, but they would not go far of themselves, and Vidler, 
Becket and Pelham had strong notions on the subjects of 
dignity and gentility, and would be sure to suppress the 
Pi ogress ive rowdies long before they had passed the 
danger line. It is true that in thdr eagerness for mean 
streets they had failed' to appreciate the town's artistic 
unity, but a few slums would not damage Marlingate — 
had not damaged it, though now they choked its heart and 
blotched its seaward head and strewed the high ground 
behind it, where rows of yellow brick cottages tilted across 
the Totty Lands. After all, Maflingate had survived the 
America Ground in more fragile, uncertain times than 
these. It was not to be expected that its fashionable 
visitors and residents would be as sensitive as Monyi>enny 
to this new ugliness. If ugliness was to devastate Marlin- 
gate it must be an ugliness that ate into the core of its 
life and blighted its assemblies, and if an alien class was 
to overthrow by its intrusion the town's social integrity 
it must be a class which could invade the fashionable 
sanctuaries and defile them, not a class which merely 
campled at the gates and cleaned the doorsteps. 

A more effective way would be to enlarge recklessly 
the borough's residential district. Hitherto he had always 
been careful to keep a modest scope, knowing that over- 
expansion is often the forenuiner of dilapidation. He had 
planned Pelham Square and its surroundings as his last 
piece of building in Marlingate, but he saw now that he 
could develop the idea into numberless deteriorations. 
Flanking the greatness of Pelham Square and Lewnes 
Avenue and Becket Grove could be smaller houses for 
smaller people — this would debase the residential standard, 
and where that declines the transient order soon follows. 
Marlingate had good residents. Many people had houses 
in Brooke Street and Clarges Street and also at Marlin- 
gate. The Corporation had always put the residents before 
the visitors in their schemes, and to this the solid basis of 
their success was due. 

Monypenny saiw that to strike at the residents would 
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also be a blow at the winter season, at once the founda- 
tion and the token of progress in seaside towns. Marlin- 
gate's aristocracy was mafinly resident in winter, and 
would begin to dwindle as soon as it saw its dignity being 
soiled at the edges. Here Lewnes had already done some 
useful work. He had built a terrace of monstrosities on 
the Coney Ban)cs, and was letting it rather indifferently to 
small professional people and to one or two Fish Street 
tradesmen, who had been tempted by its pagoda'd bays 
to flout custom and retire there instead of to Mount Idle. 
•* Balmoral," "Midlothian" and "The Grampians," with 
their stucco, areas, and hideous painted balconies, were 
too mean a parody of Mayfair and Belgravia to attract 
residents from those quarters. Mayfair and Belgravia 
preferred the houses in half-built Park Terrace — ^tile- 
roofed, red- walled, square-corniced, their casements raking 
through the Town Park to the shadow-walk of the sea. 

Mony penny resolved to propagate "Balmoral," 
"Midlothian" and "The Grampians." They and their 
homogeneous inhabitants should outrage polite sensibilities 
in Becket Grove and Pelhiam Square as well as on the 
Coney Banks. This would involve ai heavy expenditure. 
When his original plans for Pelham Square and its sur- 
roundings were finished he would have built over the whole 
of his estate. More land would have to be bought, more 
money borrowed from Becket. The original mortgage 
expired in '75 • There would be no difficulty about renew- 
ing it, but Monypenny's heart shrank a little from the 
thought of involving Becket in a transaction which might 
lead to heavy loss. He was beginning now to realise the 
financial implications of his new purpose. If the rise of 
Marlingate had made the fortune of all its notables, so 
that Lewnes' s shop was double-fronted in plate glass, and 
Pelham drove behind sleek greys, and Becket patriotically 
reinvested every year his local thousands in local funds, 
the fall of Marlingate would bring the ruin of all these 
good, comfortable people, who trusted him as their shep- 
herd and the fattener of their lives. Well, he could not 
help it — he would fall with them. He would be ruined 
with Becket and Breeds and Pelham and Lewnes and 
Lusted. It would merely be Samson pulling down the 
roof on himself as well as on the Philistines. ..." And 
Samson said, * Let me die with the Philistines.' " 
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§ 3 

His great difl&culty was Decimus Figg". Figg had not 
the slightest intention of building ** Balmorals" and 
'* Midlothians." Not that Mooyperiny made any such 
crude suggestion, but when the architect brought him his 
plans for Pelham Square, he began an argument for 
smaller houses. 

"Then you'll get smaller people," said Figg. 

"Why?" 

"Well, gentlefolk with small establishments don't come 
trapesing down to the seaside in winter. You'll merely 
get retired grocers." 

But Mon)rpenny was obstinate. He wanted, he said, 
to enlarge the original idea of Pelham Square. The Cor- 
poration had decided to build on a larger scale than it 
had at first contemplated, and was already in negotiation 
for the Braybrook Farm estate, w'hich adjoined the Old 
Rumble Lands on the north-west. If it was to do this it 
could not afford to throw away money on houses for 
lords. These big houses would not let so easily as smaller 
ones. Besides, the estimates had already exceeded those 
laid down by the Town Committee. 

Figg grew restive and protestant. 

"The streets you're building now are to be the finest 
in the town. They're going to crown your work — all the 
building you've done so far has been only to lead up to 
them. If they're unworthy, the whole thing will be an 
anti-climax. I tell you this is a work of art, not a com- 
mercial transaction. Why d'you want to go messing the 
place up with houses? It's quality, not quantity, that's 
always been the motto here. Lewnes has been making a 
fool of you again, and now you'll spoil the town with a 
piece of dirty bathos." 

Monypenny took his protest, with all its appending 
insults, in surprisingly good part. But he stood firm, and 
the Town Council supported him. It had always been 
inclined to jib at Figg's refined and high falutin' ideas, 
and had accepted them only out of its confidence in Mony- 
penny ; and now the great man himself was against the 
architect. Figg had gone a bit too far even for the Mayor 
— he was Mayor from 1869 *^ 1872. 

In the end it was decKled to let Pelham Square and 
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its appendages stand as Figg had designed them, with 
a few small modificatioeis on the score of economy. But 
the streets of lesser houses oil the Braybrook land were 
given over to a triumphant Lusted, Figg having refused, 
with many oaths, to take a hand in them. 

For some months he was hardly on speaking terms 
with Monypenny. 

**It's his doing," he said once to Lady Cockstreet, 
"and it'll spoil the town. What's he want to go making 
money for? We've got plenty. By Jove! when Pelham 
Square was finished I could have said * Nunc Dimittis,' 
and so could he. But now he's gone and messed up the 
whole thing with that Braybrook estate. He's turned 
commercial, and it'll be the ruin of him and the place 
too." 

** But I don't see why you should blame him especially. 
The whole Corporation was against you." 

Figg snorted. 

" Do you think that would have mattered if the Mayor 
had been for me? He'd soon have taught 'em their 
business. Why, that was what he did when I first came 
down here — took my part against them all. They wanted 
me to build things like the Crystal Palace and the Steyn, 
but he was on my side, and between us we saved the 
town. We could have done St again now. But he's 
changed. Lootk at him building those horrors on the 
Totty Lands and letting Lewnes and Lusted spoil the 
Coney Banks with their abominations ! He's out after 
rents instead of glory. He's changed. He's commercial. 
He's married." 

Lady Cockstreet laughed. 

"So really you put all the blame on poor little in- 
offensive Fanny." 

"Not directly. • But marriage is a quencher of 
imagination. Besides . . . what did he want to throw 
himself away like that for? " 

"I like Fanny. She's a pleasant girl, and quite 
devoted to him." 

" No doubt — and has as much inspiration in her as a 
pudding. She's so devoted that he's got fat and clogged 
and uxoriious. He doesn't care a rap for beauty and 
fitness, or for Marlingate, except on rent day. And now 
there's a child. Damn ! — ^I beg your pardon." 
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§ 4 

After a time Figg*s ruffled feathers were smoothed, 
and he was once more, to be seen eating his mutton and 
drinking his wine at Gun Garden House, paying insincere 
compliments to Fanny, whom he still looked upon as the 
arch-enemy of Marlingate, and even patting the cheek 
of little Ted and asking him what he would be when he 
was a man. To which Ted once unexpectedly replied 
"an architeck," but on being* questioned was found to 
have no idea as to what the word meant beyond that ** it 
was the same as Mr. Figg.*' He had acquired a deep 
and silent admiration for Mr. Figg, with his pipe and 
plaid trousers, and his arms that waved like windmill 
sails w'hen he got exdted after dinner, displaying big* bony 
wrists covered with red hair. Ted hoped that when he 
grew up he would have haJiry hands like Mr. Figg, Ind 
chiefly for that reason wanted to be an architect. He once 
asked his father what he would have to do to become one, 
but Monypenny had answered evasively, and Ted, after 
some brooding, had put the subject out of his mind, 
especially when he discovered that Phineas Gallop, who 
was not an architect but a fisherman, had not only 
his hands but his chest covered with beautiful thick 
halir. 

Monypenny had. been a little startled by his son's 
answer to Figg-'s question. This child of his could not 
be ignored, in spite of his meek, self-eifacing disposition. 
Sufjpose he should grow up to frustrate his father's plans. 
. . . The only danger he had hitherto feared was that Ted 
should love Marling-ate too well for his own sake. But 
now he saw a new set of complications. Already the boy 
was showing* an eye for beauty, and an eager pursuit of 
it in the naive forms that appealed to his imagination. 
His inheritance from Fanny was evidently more of mood 
than of tendency, and Monypenny could perceive in his 
son's mind ardours and melancholies that were his own 
bequest. Ted might not only love Marlingate, but work 
and fight for it. It was probable that by the time he 
grew up the town's deterioration would have become 
obvious, and that he would oppose it with all the alert, 
questing, constructive power he had inherited from his 
father. 
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Mooypenny was goaded by these alarms to press on 
his action against Marlingate. He must have the wheel 
of destruction well turning before Ted grew up to put his 
spoke in it. He groped for a larger plan than a mere 
abasing of his own high standards into cheapness and 
utility. He remember^ the Pier which had been dis- 
cussed in the Town Council on earlier occasions, but had 
been rejected by all the more chaste imaginations of the 
borough fathers as opening a seaward gate on the un- 
refinement of other towns. The Pier must be revived, 
and this time without rejection. 

His difficulty lay in the means, for the great difference 
between his old schemes and the new was that the latter 
could be worked only secretly. The old ambition had 
been simply an affair of direction, but now he must wait 
on opportunities, and was occasionally in want of a stalk- 
ing horse. This need' for craft attracted him and salted 
his purpose. He felt damn clever. He was at first un- 
certain whether to announce a conversion and reintroduce 
the Pier himself, with certain safeguards (which he could 
afterwards get rid of), or whether to trap some Alderman 
or Councillor into sponsorship. Lewnes had always been 
an enthusiastic promoter of the Pier scheme, but Mony- 
penny realised that his opinion would not carry much 
weight with the aristocracy of the Corporation. He 
thought of Becket, and decided to sound him. Becket was 
a man of good position and high connections ; and Becket 
was a fool. 

But to his surprise he found him opposed to the plan 
with more vigour and sense than he would have expected. 
It is true that his chief objection was a sentimental one 
— it seemed that at some time or other Morgan had ex- 
pressed her contempt of piers — ^but Becket *s convict ic«is 
were never so firm as when grounded in sentiment. 
Besides, he had other reasons — a pier would vulgarise the 
town by destroying its remoteness and admitting the 
rowdier elements of other resorts, and it was quite un- 
necessary, Marlingate being already supplied with a 
promenade, a ooncert-hall, and a prospective Winter 
Garden; and it would spoil the beauty and symmetry (rf 
the Marine Parade. In fact, he had all the reasons that 
had made Monyi>enny extinguish the project five years 
ago. 
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§ 5 

Becket had taken a fancy to little Ted Monypenny, 
and the child spent much of his time in the tall black 
house on the Coney Banks, where once his father's steps 
had sounded so youthfully on garden walk and narrow 
stair. Lindsay Becket was three or four years older than 
Ted, but she did not despise hini, for there were few 
children of her own. ag'e in the town, except those who 
came only for a month or two and were gone as soon as 
known. Becket 's family by his first wife was now grown 
up and scattered. Louisa had married a stockbroker, 
and Charlotte a clergyman. Arthur was in London read- 
ing for thei Bar, and James was at Oxford. So Lindsay 
was alone with her father and her governess, and was 
glad even of Ted's mean fellowship, especially since her 
advantage in years counterbalanced his advantage in sex 
and made her the leader in all their games. Not that 
Lindsay tyrannised — she was a good-humoured, rather 
sentimental little girl, with her father's soul looking out 
of her through her mother's eyes — but Ted really seemed 
to like being dictated to, though sometimes he would put 
oti queer franzies of command, which she in her turn liked 
a little. 

Becket took pleasure in watching the children play, 
though his presence sometimes spoiled their games. One 
could not play properly with grown-ups looking on — even 
Miss King, the governess, was a nuisance. Nevertheless 
Ted endured him, because at the end of the afternoon 
he often gave him sixpence or a shilling, which the little 
boy spent on paints or pencils, for Ms world was full of 
lovely things which had a queer way of hurting him till 
he had put them down, more or less grotesquely, on paper. 

Sometimes Becket brought Lindsay to Gun Garden 
House, but this was not suchi good fun as going to the 
Coney Banks. For Gun Garden House was so gloomy 
and heavy that it seemed to weigh down their games — 
hide and seek was even rather terrible among its corners. 
Also one day Becket made Ted's mother cry. Running 
into the pariour after he and Lindsay had gone, he found 
her holding her handkerchief to her eyes. His first impulse 
was to run away, but the next moment something made 
him climb on her knee and hug her. 
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"What are you crying- for, Mamma darling"? " 

"I'm so sorry for poor Mr. Becket, dear — with no 
Mrs. Becket to love him." 

"Was there ever a Mrs. Becket? " 

"Of course there was — Lindsay's mamma. He's just 
been talking to me about her. She died ten years ag-o." 

"Did he mind?" 

" Mind ! — ^why, of course he did. Papas always mind 
when mammas die." 

" Would Papa mind if you died ? " 

"Of course he would. Don't say such things, darling. 
It's not right — ^and we don't talk about people dying- like 
that." 

"Why not?" 

" Because — because — well, we don't talk about it while 
they're alive. After they're dead we may, perhaps." 

'*May we talk about Mrs. Becket, thai?" 

"Yes, but not in front of her poor husband. Poor 
man ! My heart aches for him — -to love someone like that 
and then to lose them. What a blessing he has dear little 
Lindsay to comfort him." 

Ted as usual took away his mother's words to think 
them over. After he had pondered them for a few days 
he said to Lindsay : 

"Lindsay, did you know that you once had a 
mamma? " 

"Of course I know," said Lindsay; "haven't you 
seen.^" 

"Seen what?" 

"I'll show you." 

Lindsay now had a new governess. Miss Percival, who 
was not nearly as strict as Miss King. She was very 
easy to dodg*e, and one afternoon they manag"ed to give 
her the slip in the High Street, and Lindsay dragged Ted 
up the Coney Banks steps, and then sideways under 
Lewnes's new houses into St. Nicholas' churchyard. 

Tha churchyard was all of a slant on the hill ; it was 
tipped against the church, which had an air of preventing" 
the whole thing from sliding down into the High Street. 
Lindsay led the way mysteriously over the gfraves, and 
stopped before one with a larg-e white stone. 

"There!" she said triumphantly. "That's mamma." 

Ted had just learned to read, and could spell out : 
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"In ever loving memory of Morgan Becket, who 
entered into rest on the loth of Novemiber, 1866. Aged 31. 
* I shall go to her, but she cannot return to me. 



> j> 



"Oh!" said Ted. He felt somehow a little abashed, 
a. little envious. 

Lindsay giggled self-consciously. 

"I put a bunch of chrysanthemums here every tenth of 
Noviember and on her birthday. Papa says they were her 
favourite flower. Of course he pays for them." 

**Do you remember what she looked like? " 

** How could I, silly? She died when I was only two. 
I 've got a book, though, that she 'bought for me the day 
she died. Papa keeps it locked up in a drawer, and it 
smells of something sweet." 

** Morgan's a funny name for a mamma." 

"Not any funnier than Edward Monypenny is for a 
little boy — hallo, who's that over there? We'd better go 
home now, before anyone sees us and tells Miss Percival." 

A tall man had come into the churchyard, and was 
>valking slowly towards them with hanging head. He 
did not seem to notice them, but there was something 
about him which made them feel frightened. The sun 
had dipped behind Cuckoo Hill, and long shadows were 
afoot among the graves. This dim churchyard and this 
grave of a dead mamma suddenly became sinister and 
terrifying to the children. They grasped hands and 
scuttled towards the gate. 

"Lindsay," panted Ted as they ran, "did you see who 
that man was? " 

"No," said Lindsay — "and I don't want to — he looked 
horrid." 

"It was Papa." 

§ 6 

For some time after this both Ted and Lindsay had 
an uncontrollable dislike of St. Nicholas' churchyard. 
Lindsay was even unwilling on her visits of ceremony. 
She could not exactly say why — after all, the man had 
been only Ted's papa. But she could never forget the 
funny way he had come towards them without seeing 
them. Ted also said that he had "shown a lot of white 
in his eyes," which had so frightened Lindsay that she 
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came in time to believe that she bad seen it herself. She 
6ften woke screaming from dreams of Monypenny coming 
towards her through the shadows with hideous -white 
eyes. 

But though they were too scared to seek more adven- 
tures in the churchyard, they found them together in other 
parts of the town. Miss Percival was an ideal governess. 
Every morning she went to the Library to look at the new 
novels. Bond of the Library had died in the spring 
of '69, and had been succeeded by a man called Benbow 
from Folkestone. Benbow was even more modern and 
go-ahead than Bond. The very newest novels were to 
be found on his shelves, and he had already introduced 
several startling new features in the Marlingate Courier 
and Visitors' List, the editorship of which he had taken 
over with the shop. 

But even the children soon realised that Miss Percival 
did not go to Benbow 's for the novels, though she 
generally came oiit clutching a volume of " The Ladder of 
Life," or "Ben Hur," or "Melbourne House." Her 
attraction was the tall, beautiful young man with the 
long whiskers and pathetic cough who drooped over 
Benbow *s back counter. 

"Children, I shall probably be some time choosing my 
new book. You can run to the bottom of the street, if 
you like." 

So Ted and Lindsay would run off and taste perilous 
delights of freedom. Sometimes they went into the 
pastry-cook's at the corner of the Parade and ate tarts 
till they haB that comfortable bursting feeling whifch could 
so seldom be attained when grown-up people controlled 
the feast. Sometimes they went to the Marine Gardens 
and spent their pennies on the clockwork toys in the 
entrance of the Aquarium. These had outlived their 
fashion, and were considered amusements for children 
only. To Ted and Lindsay they were more than amuse- 
ment — ^they were wonder and rapture. When pennies 
were scarce it would sometimes take a quarter of an hour 
to decide whether they should see the choir march in and 
out of church to the solemn croon of the organ, or the 
peasants dance tinkling round their mysterious little tree, 
or mamma winding wool on arms which had lost their 
hands but none of their efficiency. The glass covers 
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would be fogged thickly over by the breath from the two 

little faces flattened against them, and one day a terrible 

thingf happened. For some reason Lindsay jostled Ted, 

pushing his head against the case, and the cairngorm 

brooch on his Highland cap struck the glass and cracked it. 

This was bad enough in itself, but in its consequences 

far worse, for the ensuing fuss and inquiry brought to 

ligfht Miss Percival's half-hours in Benbow*s shop and 

the children's licensed truancy. As a result, the age of 

freedom came abruptly to an end. Miss Percival drove 

off with red eyes and her tin box, and it was decided 

henceforth to do without a governess for Lindsay and 

send her to school. She was now twelve years old, and 

an academy was selected in the country near Clapham. 

She did not share Ted's dismay at the prospect, though 

she was far too much the product of her age not to drive 

off looking quite as miserable as Miss Percival. For a 

day or two Ted missed her as deeply as the young man 

at the Library missed the governess, and forgot her 

nearly as soon. 

§ 7 

The following spring Ted himself was sent to school 
— ^to Holland House under All Holland Hill. This 
academy for young gentlemen had lately been established 
by two rather helpless ladies in Rye Lane. Fanny 
Monypenny was anxious to help Mrs. Peters and Miss 
Buries, and her husband saw no objection to his son 
being educated locally till he could go to Charterhouse. 
Ted was glad enough of the new arrangement. Though 
his ache for Lindsay was now growing numb and in- 
definite, he felt very lonely at Gun Garden House. His 
mother was kind and gentle and his father was kind and 
just, but he always felt somehow a little remote from his 
mother and a little afraid of his father. 

As the years went by Fanny had sunk deeper and 
deeper into the shadows of the house. She regulated the 
household ways with efficiency and discretion, and enter- 
tained her guests with graciousness and dignity ; she was 
a good wife and a good mother and a good friend to the 
poor, but there was no more spirit in her. She was like 
a rose picked and put in a jar and left unwatered; she 
drooped, and her fragrance was gone. Ted loved her. 
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and knew that she ]pved him, but he never sought her 
out as comrade or champion. Poor Fanny, one of love*s 
betrayals, saw him slipping from her arms that were too 
weak to hold him, saw him stagger off from her un- 
steadily on his own feet, wondering how soon and how 
heavily he would fall. 

On the other hand, Ted found his father vivid enough. 
Both mentally and physically he was inspiriting but a 
little terrifying. Wherein his terror lay might not be 
easy to guess, as he was never rough or harsh to the 
boy ; it was perhaps due to his stiif , unapproachable 
manner, which was hardening back into the sternness of 
his youth, with an added toughness from experience. 
Where Fanny was merely vague and remote, Mony- 
penny was definite and close, but repelling. Ted admired 
him in the midst of his fear. His father even had a 
glamour, especially in his mayoral pomp. Three times 
Ted had seen him drive as Mayor down the High Street 
in his furred, scarlet robes, with cocked hat athwartships, 
his postillions before and his mace-bearers behind. Child 
as he was he had noticed the difference between Mony- 
p>enny, and Vidler, and Pelham, whom he had seen wear 
those same scarlet robes on other occasions. His father 
was the finest, handsomest man on the Town Council, 
and the cleverest — everybody said so. Ted was proud 
of him — ^and avoided him. 

He was therefore not sorry to leave home for the 
cheerful aimlessness of Holland House. Punching little 
boys' heads in the corners of sunny rooms, or pacing 
with a bigger boy's arm round his neck over the dancing 
shadows of the poplars in the garden, and in the intervals 
of feud and play pecking at the crumbs of education held 
out timorously by Mrs. Peters and Miss Buries, all this 
filled up some happy days, which stretched into months 
and years without losing their brightness. He learned 
easily and superficially, he made easy, superficial friends 
and enemies. He left Holland House without having 
added to his life anything definite in the way of knowledge 
or human relationship. But the years could not be called 
empty, for during them he discovered Marlingate. 

He discovered if piecemeal on half-holidays. He did 
not care to spend these at home, and only partly and 
occasionally with his school friends. He used to prowl 
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about by himself on Wednesday afternoons; at first his 
intention had been to "get into the country," but he 
soon found the country featureless beside the town. He 
had not the rustical mind, and his taste craved uncon- 
sciously for form — ^for straight elegant lines and balanced 
curves, for arches, which seemed mysteriously to drag his 
soul up to their apex, for the wedded austerity of parallel 
lines, for colours blended by choice and not by chance. 
He found all this in Marlingate, and he found, too, a 
romantic and picturesque beauty which stirred his 
imagination : Tamarisk Steps, mellowed and stubbed by 
the booted generations of tanfrocks and smugglers, the 
black wooden towers of the Stade, the beach of Rock-a- 
nore, with the smacks like porpoises wallowing on the 
shingle — ^the curve of Zuriel Place, with its high red 
houses looking down at the grass between the mine- 
stones — Harpsichord House straddling Fish Street like a 
giant spinet — the grey masses of the Town Hall and 
St. Nicholas* Church, the High Street Toofs red as 
sorrel. . . . He would sit up on All Holland Hill in the 
evening, just b?low Mount Idle, and watch the reds and 
blacks turn smoky in the dusk. The lamps would be lit, 
at first mere orange splashes on the twilight, then deepen- 
ing to red and running together, till a crimson glow went 
up from the streets like the glow of a burning house, 
hanging in the clouds. . . . 

He loved, too, the new* town which his father had 
built. The Marine Parade gleamed in the twilight like 
a shining wall between the town and the sea, and the 
Assembly Room made him think of the Palace Beautiful. 
He liked the red, solemn houses in Park Terrace and 
Becket Grove, and at first he had liked the houses Lewnes 
had built on the Coney Banks, with the bright odours of 
their crinkled balconies. But after a time he lost his 
pleasure in these, and indeed came to think them nearly 
as ugly as what he called the Ugly Houses — which were 
the dingy little rows in the heart of the town. 
/ Once he said to his father : 

"Father, I can't bear the Ugly Houses, can you? " 

To which Mony penny replied : 

"Why can't you bear them?" 

"I — oh, I dunno. Ugly things make me feel horrid. 
I say, Papa '* 

p 
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"WeU?" 

"Let me draw you a house — I can — I've drawn heaps." 

"Td rather you didn't. Don't waste your time. 
When do you draw them — ^at school? " 

"Yes— I draw them for Miss Buries; and when I'm 
at home I draw them for fun. And sometimes I draw 
them for Mr. Figg" 

"Mr. Figs''. ' 

" Yes — I drew him a whole street when he was staying 
with Mr. Becket last spring. He liked them, and said 
thait one day he'd teach me to make elevations." 

" The deuce he did ! " 

§ 8 

When the Pier was first built Ted thought it was the 
most beautiful thing he had ever seen. It. was like the 
picture of the mosque in The lUustraied London News — all 
white, with shining domes and cupolas. After a time, how- 
ever, he lost his admiration — about the same time as he 
lost it for Lewnes's houses. The Pier sometimes made 
him want to laugh — it was so full of bulges — and it 
seemed quite ugly when one looked at it after the Marine 
Parade. But people said it had cost a lot of money. 

Mr. Figg had not designed it, and he soon discovered 
that Mr. Figg did not admire it either. Perhaps this had 
something to do with Ted's change of attitude, for he 
was now attaching himself to Figg. The architect came 
seldom to Gun Garden House, but was, instead, growing 
more friendly with Becket, and was often to be found at 
the house on the Coney Banks. He also liked Ted, and 
took an interest in him. He acknowlet^ed Wis talent for 
drawing, and saw for him a future in his own profes- 
sion. He and the boy vA>uld have long and impassioned 
talks about the houses they would build some day. 

Ted seldom met Lindsay Becket. She was sixteen, 
and impossibly superiior to boys of twelve. Moreover, 
the summer the Pier was built her father at last gave 
way to her entreaties, and allowed her to go to a finish- 
ing school in Germany. Ted did not regret her, for Figg 
was all that he wanted now. When Figg was at the 
Coney Banks young Monypenny came almost every day 
to the house, and, if he could not talk to him, would lie 
curled up in the w5ndow-seat or stretched on the hearth- 
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rugf, listening- wihile he talked to Becket. From those 
cx>nversations he gathered, to his surprise, that his hero 
did not altogether approve of his father. 

"I could have torn my hair out over that Pier," said 

Figrgr- 

** So could I," said Becket ; and Ted thought how much 
worse he could afford lit — nearly all his hair now grew 
below his ears. 

"And yet, there you are pufttingf your money into the 
blastedi thing." 

** Well, I feel I must support the town even if I don't 
entirely approve of all that's done iin it. My poor Morgan 
loved it and is buried in it." 

"It's highly generous of you, but personally I'd have 
felt inclined to teach Monypenny a lesson. Tl\at's why 
I refused point blank to " 

** Ahem ! " coughed Becket, glancing towards Ted on 
the window-seat. 

"Oh, never mind the youngster. He'll hear no real 
harm of his dad. But I cons^ider Monypenny muffed that 
business badly. Fifteen years ago all the king's horses 
and all the king-'s men couldn't have built a pier in 
Marlingate." 

"He did his best to stop it." 

"That's the point — he did his best, and he failed. 
Before his marriage he could have shut up Lewnes and 
Co. with his second best. He's been letting things drift, 
and now finds he can't pull 'em together. You may say 
that it was that feller Benbow who put the measure 
through, but Monypenny *ud never have left him a chance 
in the old days. To begin with, the chap hasn't any 
business to be on the Town Council — he's not at all the 
sort of man we want, and he didn't take over Bond's 
seat with the Library. I hear that Raymond Hurdicott 
is disgusted, and talks of resigning." 

"Dear, dear — that would be terrible." 

" I bet you anything he'll do it, and most likely go to 
Brighton next winter." 

Becket sighed. 

" I hear that both the Raymonds and the Leos are 
shocked at the Pier — and so are the Papillons." 

"Quite right, too. The place '11 be a bear-garden on 
excursion days from Southend." 
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" But I thougfht those safeguards of the Mayor's very 
sensible. If they work well " 

"They won't work. They're too flimsy. It's all very 
good to have Pier Tolls for the beasts ooming off the 
steamers, amd not letting* 'em into the town unless they've 
got sixpence. But even ai Margate tripper is generally 
worth that much. Besides, what's to prevent the Council 
abolishing the tolls at their next meeting? As* for having 
me design it. . . . I told Monypenny I'd see him damned 
first. Bah ! The whole thing's rotten, and I hope you 
haven't put much money into it." 

"One doesn't like to be thought ungenerous." 

" 'Um . . . well, they got nothing ouit of me. Seriously, 
Becket, if I were you I shouldn't invest too much locally. 
The place '11 go down now — I'm sure of it; and once a 
landslip like that gets started you never know where it 
will end." 

"Nonsense, my dear friend," said Becket; "Marlin- 
gate is as safe as a rock." 

§9 

Ted Monypenny went to Charterhouse in the spring 
of '81. His father experienced an odd, indefinite relief 
at Ms going; and yet, perversely, he missed (the boy. 
Till ihe went away he had not known how much his son 
was to him, but now that his feet could never be heard 
padding up the steps of an evening, home from school, 
now that his room was sihut up and his chair stood empty 
at the solemn meals, Monypenny knew that he had taken 
a real, if sorrowful, pleasure in watching the growth of 
this young nature which was so like hSs own and yet so 
vitally different. He had seen in the innocent expjosure 
of his son's mind the ardours of his own youth, burning 
more loosely, without ruling or purpose. The fires (5 
Monypenny 's youth had been like the fires of some 
engine, subdued to one object — in Ted the fire burnt 
more for warmth and beauty, set no rods moving or 
wheels turning. Ted would suffer more easily than his 
father, because the forces of his nature were more scat- 
tered and vulnerable, but he would not, for the same 
reason, suffer so deeply. Still, the thought of his pathetic, 
easy pain gave Monypenny a pang of protective anxiety. 



The Burning Heart 237 

He could not, after all, escape his own fatherhood, and 
he was begfinning* to learn that this boy was the child not 
only of his flesh and blood in their temporal treachery, 
but of his soul and his dream in their undying faithful- 
ness. 

Yet he was g^lad to have him gone. For Ted's sake 
he was best out of Marlingate. So far the municipal idea 
had taken no very strong hold of him, but there were 
tokens of its onset, and both circumstances and heredity 
favoiired its growth. For the next ten years he was 
certainly best away from home. Charteiihouse would 
absorb his energies, and then Oxford. He would form 
a new environment. Anyhow, he would forget Figg, 
whom Monypenny looked on as Ted's most dang'erous 
influence. The boy did not seem to be of a particularly 
attached or constant nature, and if only he could be kept 
away from Figg and Becket during* the holidays, would 
probably soon cease to trouble about either. 

Circumstances were helpful. Ted quickly made new 
friends at Charterhouse, and spent a lai^e i>art of his 
holidays at their homes. Also, Figg's visits to Marlin- 
gate became fewer. His erratic, rufiiless mind soon tired 
of Becket's sentimental prosiness. The friendship was 
maintained officially, but not in practice. As for his rela- 
tions with Monypenny, these in time became definitely 
hostile. There were constant arguments and recrimina- 
tions on the subject of the Pier, also on the designs for 
New Marlingate — ^as the streets at the back of Becket 
Grove came to be called. In the end Figg* wrote several 
violent and indiscreet letters to friends in the town, in 
w^hich he blamed Monypenny for all the trouble, and rode 
his anti-matrimonial hobby-horse to the edg"e of offensive- 
ness. Monypenny, he said, was "a damned uxorious, 
renegading swine, who'd lost his soul and would lose 
the town, too, if the Corporation wasn't careful." He 
drew up a Grand Remonstrance in which he accused the 
Mayor of defacing the town's beauty with workmen's 
cottages, of cheapening* its glory with the abomination 
of New Marlingate, of vulgarising its gentility with his 
scandalous Pier, and of encouraging outsiders such as 
Lewnes and Lusted and Benbow, while alienating gentle- 
men and artists such sLsa Hurdicott, Becket, and himself, 
Figg. 



238 Tamarisk Town 

Monypenny had boma a g^ood deal from Figg in the 
way of personal insult, but this was really too much, 
and the breach between him and the architect became 
public and scandalous. Becket made some clumsy 
attempts at a reconciliation, but :the rest of the Town 
Council did their best to aggravate the mayoral sense 
of outrage. They were tired of Figg" and his airs. He 
was (getting too big for his boots — he thought he was 
boss of the town aiid could build what he liked in it. 
From the first Lewnes and Lusted and Breeds and others 
had disapproved of him, and now he was too much 
even for Monypenny. They were glad, and hoped thai 
Marling-ate had seen the last of him. 

Their hopes were fulfilled. That year Figg passed 
out of the Town's history. Always violent and over- 
stressed dither in liking or in loathing, he could never 
speak of Marling'ate without a curse. He settled in 
London, and designed Town Halls and churches for the 
north. He was also the architect of several London 
suburbs — the circle of urbanised villages that were now 
smudg*ing" the rim of London across the South Eastern 
Railway. In the Jubilee year he was knighted, and two 
years later denied the philosophy of a lifetime by marrying 
the wiidow of a Colonial bishop, and doing* some of his 
best work afterwards. 

He was the only real friend Monypenny had known, 
but if he ever regretted him, ever thought wistfully of 
the day when Figg, with his long arms waving, his face 
a-sweat with enthusiasm, had led the first Town Com- 
mittee round the old Marlingate and planned its g"lory 
— or when Figg and he had mixed their eager breath over 
the first designs for Becket Grove — or saluted each other^s 
genius across the flowerSng glory of the Town Park — if 
he ever thought of those days he never showed the weak- 
ness of the thought. 

Yet he often wished that he was not quite so lonely. 
He would have liked ito break through his loneliness to 
Ted or to Fanny, or even to Becket or to Pdham — but 
he could not. It seemed as if Morgan wanted In death, 
as she had wanted in life, to keep him all to herself, 
and would not let him go to any other creature. He 
sometimes thought that she might have let him go to 
Fanny, for Fanny was as lonely as he, and wanted him 
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^s much as he wanted her. But naturally Morgan would 
not let him go >to the woman, who had already itaken from 
Jier the husk of his allegiance — on the contrary, she had, 
through those very tokens and caresses he had given 
away from her, wiped the orther woman out, made her 
as dead as herself. . . . 

Yet Morgan need not have been afraid. Even if he 
could have gone to Fanny in the spirit as wdl as in the 
flesh he could never have loved her whole body and mind 
as much as he loved Morgan's little finger and smallest 
thought. He could never foig-et her ; eadi year that went 
by took her no furtlher from hiim down the stream of 
memory. Her grave lin the heart of the town was the 
shrine to which he made many sorrowful pilgrimages. 
When twilight fell on the tilted churchyard, and he was 
sure that no one would see, he crept in with the shadows 
and stood for long, darkening minutes looking down at 
the stone w4th fits graven lies — sometimes with a heart 
soft enough to pray and eyes young enough to weep, 
sometimes too hard and too old for either. He never 
thougfht of her as she had been very long ago, when her 
hair was rumpled and her dress was torn, and she caught 
him in a snare between the woods and the sea. Hi3 mind 
loved order and dignity too well to recall her without 
them. He saw her as she had graced the Assembly, with 
all eyes turning to look at her; as she had graced her 
home, with all tongues moving to praSse her ; as ^e had 
graced Ms heart with her love, which had all the dignity 
as well as the freedom of a storm. She was lovely and 
fitting and fair and sedate, and the secret of the woods 
was in her heart, under the silk and lace that were so 
seemly . . . and she had taken it away with her, leaving 
(him to stumble and grope Sn the streets of his accursed 
town. 



i ^ 



" And the streets by the shore shall be tradden no more 
By the footsteps of 'Morgan le Fay.** 

He had built his town for her, and then had offered 
her up as a sacrifice to it. Nothing less than its ruin 
could avenge her, nor her monument be less than the 
defiled stones on which he, poor betrayed priest of the 
Golden Bough, had offered her to an illusion. 
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§ lO 

Ted was sorry that Decimus Figg had cut himself off 
from Marlingate, but he missed his new friend less than 
his father missed his old one. His personal attachments 
were not strong, and his life was already crowded with 
boys and young men in various stages of intimacy. Some 
of these friendships were intense, almost worships, but 
they never seemed to survive any change in their en- 
vironment. Even the most passionate of them did not 
survive his leaving Charterhouse for Oxford. 

This happened in 1888. He had an Oriel scholarship, 
and was thought to have passed through Charterhouse 
very creditably. Monypenny felt proud of him, but he 
never spoke of his prick. The silence which necessarily 
cloaked the main purpose of his life was now extending 
to his lesser emotions. As a husband he was extra- 
ordinarily silent, and his solemn company became almost 
unbearable to Fanny, who asked if she might have her 
cousin Sue Vidler to live with her again. 

Monypenny agreed readily. He was sorry for his wife 
in the loneliness to which he had condemned her, and he 
was now beyond the petty annoyances of an <^d maid's 
chatter. So Sue left the east-end roof of her uncle and 
aunt, and brought herself and a huge assortment of coloured 
wools to Gun Garden House. She and Fanny spent long 
hours together chatting and chicking over the wools, and 
Fanny seemed to recover a little of her lost vitality as she 
turned the dwindled stream of her emotions to the working 
of mats and cushion-covers and' stool-covers and firescreens. 

Not long after this old Vidler died quite suddenly — 
he was found dead in bed of an unsuspected disease 
whose occasional twinges he had not thought it worth 
while to mention. He proved to have been even richer 
than was rumoured in the town, and besides leaving his 
wife very comfortably provided for, had bequeathed a 
handsome legacy to his bek>ved niece Fanny Monypenny, 
and to his great-nephew Edward Monypenny junior. 
There were, besides, legacies to various local under- 
takings — ^the Borough Fund, the Winter Garden (which 
had, however, been scrapped in favour of the Pier), a 
Fund for the redeooration and enlargement of the 
Assembly Room, and the Fishermen's Benevolent Society. 
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Ted had loved his uncle, and shed some bitter tears at 
his death, but he could not help feeling important and 
excited now that he had a regular income of two hundred 
a. year. He received hiis first dividends at the beginning 
of his second term at Oxford,, which enabled him to start 
at once the redecoration of his rooms according to the 
new tastes inspired by his first term's contact with 
'Varsity ideaisu 

Those were the days of the aesthetic movement in art, 
when Punch laughed at Maudle and Postlethwaite and the 
Cimabue-Browns, and young men tried to look like 
Oscar Wilde. Ted for one term tried to look like Oscar 
Wilde, and wore a green suit and a flowing tie, with a 
fur collar on his overcoat and a flower in his button-hole. 

From aestheticism he passed to ritualism — ^wore a cross 
on his watch-chain, confessed to a Cowley Father, read 
** Johi^ Inglesant," and fought with beasts at the Patronal 
Festival of All Saints, Margaret Street. Then behold 
him an agnostic,, bitter and rather sad, reading Haeckel, 
and waving the fiery cross of Nietzsche and the Gotter- 
dammerung in the faces of his former associates. Then a 
wave of socialism passed over him, leaving him highland 
dry on the Tory beach, before the distressful cry of Ire- 
land called him out to sea again. 

Monypenny watched half amused, half scornful, these 
vagaries of his son's mind. But under both amusement 
and scorn ran a current of uneasiness, for Ted's waver- 
ings of thought and taste only emphasised his one con- 
stancy. Whatever he might be during the term, in his 
vacations he was still the faithful lover of Marlingate, 
brooding over its beauties and uglinesses, poking at its 
constitution. His love would no doubt find practical 
expression in his future as an architect, for even after the 
removal of Figg, he persisted in this ambition. He had 
already the three Board of Education certificates. All 
Monypenny could do was to persuade him to postpone 
any further steps till after he had left the 'Varsity, bribing 
him with a half prondse of a course in Germany or 
Geneva. By then, he desperately told himself, the boy 
would have changed ; he changed quarterly in friendship, 
religion, politics, and art — surely a change would come 
soon in more fundamental things. But he knew in his 
heart that this constant change of unessential expression 
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only served to emphasise the firmness of the essential 
impression, which he himself had made on him in his 
begetting". This was life — compelling from the father un- 
willing gifts which in time the son would use to confound 
him. 

Ted still kept up desultorily his friendship with Becket, 
and always went two or three times every vacation to 
dine with the old man. Lindsay was still away. She 
had come home for a brief interval, tasted and despised 
the delights of "coming out," and then gone back to her 
beloved Germany, to study music and singing at Weimar. 
The merchant was rather prosy company for Ted, but they 
had .the subject of Marlingate in common, and on that sub- 
ject all the evening the young man would enlarge and the 
old -man reiterate. Becket Ihad succeedied Figg as the head of 
the reactionary party. He was but a pottering leader, 
and his folk>wers were few and inclined to straggle, but 
he had the same ideal for the town as Ted, though he 
called it gentility instead of beauty. He had refused to 
advance the money necessary for finishing New Marlin- 
gate, so that a limited liability company had to be formed 
to carry on the work — calling itself the Braybrook 
Estate Syndicate. It was the first time he had refused 
to support any local undertaking, and his action caused 
great offence in the town. 

Monypenny did his best to discourage Ted's associa- 
tion with Becket. The young man was capable of giving 
him and his party the qualities of brain and taste and 
enterprise that would make them dangerous. So far they 
had only sentiment and orthodoxy; Ted, young, eager 
and privileged, would put strength into theSr flabby sinews 
and fire into their faint heart. Besides, Becket was sure 
to stuff the boy's head with the idea that his father had 
blundered ; he would rake up the Figg controversy, and 
rouse all that there was in Ted— and there was much— 
of chivalry and enterprise. But Monypenny went no 
further than a rather negative discouragement, for he saw 
plamly the effect that a positive oppositk>n would have 
on a temperament like his son's. It would drive him 
over at once to the enemy's side, whereas if only he had 
the wisdom and the patience to wait, the years would 
probably work their own changes. He kept on assuring 
himself that a nature like Ted's could not remain fixed 
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on any one purpose, and that at last — probably at the 
passing of adolescence — something would happen to 
change the groundwork whose superstructure had so 
continually shifted. 

For one thing, he would marry. Considering his 
numberless ardours, it was surprising that so far he had 
never fallen in love. His enthusiasms had never hurled 
him into any amorous adventure, for he inherited his 
father's shyness with women, also his stiff sense of 
sexual dignity. Perhaps to this inexperience was due a 
certain strain of naivety which ran rather attractively 
through Ihis other qualities. But Monypenny hoped that 
love would not came so late to his son as it had come to 
himself. He was beginning to attribute much of his own 
tragedy to the late coming of his love and the early 
success of his ambition. He had achieved his object and 
crowned His life's work before he was forty, and then 
love had come — too late ; for he was now the prey of 
the thing he had pursued and caught too soon. He hoped 
that love would claim Ted before Marlingate got him — ' 
it had not definitely seized him yet. Then the boy would 
not have to make his father's choice. Also he would no 
longer stand in the way of his father's schemes. In love 
and marriage he would either lose or centralise his en- 
thusiasm, his foundations would be shifted, and Mar- 
lingate would lose its only champion, its only hope of 
escape from the destruction its builder had planned. 

§ " 

So far there had been no open discussion between 
Ted and Monypenny. They seldom talked and never 
argued about the town. Monypenny 's reasons for 
silence were simple enough, Ted's were more complex. 
He was still a little afraid of his father, and during the 
last few months had felt rather bitter against him. He 
joined with Becket in disapproving of his latest policy 
for Marlingate, and accused him, in his heart of pander- 
ing to low ideals in the Corporation, and of robbing the 
future by grabbing the cash of the present moment. 

But there was no outward breach between them, and 
during his vacations Ted was a good deal with Mony- 
penny, accompanying him on his walks, and attending 
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him, when not too actively discouraged, to various 
borough functions. He always felt both stimulated and 
afraid in his father's society. Monypenny was silent, 
melancholy, rather terrifying, and his mind seemed to 
seize Ted's and shake it as a wolf shakes a lamb. 

But a change had taken place in the boy unperceived 
by his father; in Becket's company he had somehow 
blundered into the municipal idea. Hitherto his love of 
M arlingate had been purely aesthetic. He had hated to see 
its ancient beauty defaced, to watch the spreading cancer 
of mean dwellings in its heart, to see the tawdry growth 
of New Marlingate spoil the pure pattern of Figg's im- 
agination. But Becket's prosings had somehow led him 
into a new) conception. He saw the beauty not only of 
Marlingate's bricks and stones, but of its charter and 
constitution. He saw the dignity and serenity of its life, 
the order of its seasons, and saw too that all this, as well 
as its structure, was threatened by the growing spirit of 
vulgarity and commerce. The contamination, of other 
towns entered it daily through its Pier gates, and now the 
question of cheap railway excursions was soon to come 
before the Town Committee. This measure filled Ted 
with an exceptional fury — ^he thought that it would finally 
degrade the town — and his indignation grew, till at last 
he could ccmtain it silently Ao longer, and resolved to 
"have things out "^ with Monypenny. 

The opportunity was given by a walk on All Holland 
Hill. It was at the end of the Long Vacation, a soft Sep- 
tember day of copper and rust. Ted and his father had 
gone for one of their usual walks, talking mostly of 
abstractions. Monypenny liked to have the boy with 
him — ^to watch his brown eager face as he talked, the 
eyes and mouth all full of animation — ^but his manner was 
as usual solemn and remote. He looked noticeably older 
now. His side whiskers were as white as his hair, and 
he had let them* grow a little; his eyes were becoming 
cavernous, and hisi skin had grown stretched and parch- 
ment-like, giving his face a hard, bony look which it had 
lacked in youth. 

They were at the top of the hill, and before they fol- 
lowed the path down to the Slidte they stood still for a 
moment and looked back at the town. The sight of it 
gave Monypenny a sudden and sinister joy. He had been 
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hammering it for twenty years, and now for the first 
time he could see his mark upon it. The face of Mar- 
lingfate was changing — it was growing grey. There was 
grey beside the Brook and grey on- the Coney Banks and 
grey on the Totty Lands, the ugly grey of the new 
hooises. The infection had spread to some of the older 
buildings, which had covered their old red faces with a 
maquillage of stucco, now and then even throwing out a 
bay or balcony, aping the unlovely youth of " Balmoral " 
and "Midlothian," which grinned across from the Coney 
Banks like a row of false teeth. There was the Pier, too, 
notw dingy with the storming of years on inferior sub- 
stance; and at the north end of the town there was the 
disorder of New Marlingate, with its scaffold poles and 
its mixed styles, ranging from Figgs' noble houses in 
Pelham Square to Lusted 's orgies of debased gothic and 
the frank jerry-building of a London contractor. 
His contemplation was broken by Ted's voice. 
"Father, how are those houses letting?" 
"Which houses?" 

"The new ones at the back of Pelham Square." 
"They are letting very well." 

Ted was silent a moment, and they turned on their 
walk towards the Slide. Then he said : 

"iBut are they letting to a good class of people? " 
Monypenny raised his eyebrows. 
"I don't see why not." 

Each reply had a ring of finality about it, as if it were 
a key turned in. a door which Ted must not seek to re- 
open. But he forced himself to overcome his susceptibility 
to failure, and knocked on at the closed doors of his 
father's mind. 

"I can't feel that a good class of tenant will come to 
that very inferior kind of house." 

" You consider the houses inferior, then ? " 
"I do." 

Monypenny shrugged his shoulders. 
"Perhaps they are." 

Again the lock clicked, and Ted felt hopelessly dis- 
couraged. For some moments they tramped in silence 
over the autumn hillside, where the rust was eating into 
the gold and the brambles knotted heavy purples and 
crimsons into the web of sad colours that hung over the 



246 Tamarisk Town 

hill. Then Ted came once more to the attack, and this 
time more desperately. 

** Father, why won't you talk to me about Mar Un- 
gate? You know Tm interested in it, and yet every time 
I open my lips about it you shut me up." 

Monypenny hesitated a moment, then replied : 

** Our views on the subject are not the same. I can 
scarcely discuss my plans for Marlingate with you as long 
as you are so thick with a man who's opposed to me in 
every matter of town policy." 

** You think Tm disloyal, because Pm on Becket's 
side? " 

"I think you are a fool to be on the side of a fool." 

"Becket may be a fool in his methods, but he's per- 
fectly sound in his ideas. '^ 

"I don't agree with you there, and nor does anyone 
else in the town." 

"Pelham does, and Breeds is with us in most things." 

"Um." 

"Of course I know that the majority follow you. 
That's what makes me so sick. I mean — ^you can make 
everyone do what you want, and yet . . . Oh, if only 
you wanted to keep Marlingate as it used to be, instead 
of rushing into all this cheap expansion ! I know you 
could do it. Lusted and Lewnes wouldn't have a chance 
against you. I can't think why " 

He met his father's eye, and flushed. 

"It's awfully difficult for me to speak' to you, Sir. 
But I'm feeling so dreadfully sick about the way things 
are going." 

"What do you mean exactly? " 

" It's hard to explain — just the trend of things — ^they're 
cheap. Those cheap houses . . . and then the Pier . . . 
and that talk of letting the South Eastern run day excur- 
sions . . . don't you see how that kind of thing will 
drive all the decent people away? And the other sort 
won't make up for their going, even if they come in much 
greater numbers. I can't think how you don't see it. 
You're so dashed clever. You must see it — and yet it 
doesn't seem to matter to you." 

"And does it matter to you? You're a young nn'an at 
Oxford, and have better things to think about. Can't 
you turn your attention to the affairs that concern you? " 
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"Marlingate does concern me.*' 

"How?" 

"I love it." 

His eyes looked angrily and passionately into his 
father's, and Mooy penny stiffened for wiar. At the same 
time a pang of regret and pity went through him. 

**I love it," repeated Ted — "Pm awfully keen on it; 
and I can't bear to see you spoiling it. You don't care 
about Marlingate, whatever you may have done once — 
I can see that plainly, and so can Becket. The only 
thing you care about is to make it pay, and one day 
you'll over-reach yourself and the whole thing ull fall 
to pieces. But I don't think you care about that either. 
Oh, I wish you cared ! We could work tc^ther. I'm 
to be an architect — I could help you rebuild Marlingate. 
We could make it beautiful again — scrap all those rotten 
houses — demolish the Pier " 

Monypenny laughed. 

"A pretty programme for the next Town Committee 
meeting! I wonder how they'd take it." 

"You could get it through," cried Ted pwissionately — 
"you could make them accept anything. That's the pity 
of it all to me. You could do all this, and you don't. 
Please, sir, listen to me. Between us we could make 
Marlingate splendid — we could kick out all those wretched 
people w*ho are cheapening and dirtying it. You would 
direct and manage everything, and I'd design — I'd try 
to be what Decimus Figg was in the beginning. Oh, 
Father. ..." 

He stopped. Monypenny 's face was quite white. Ted 
watched him anxiously — he could not read the look in his 
eyes. It did not seem to be anger so much as anxiety 
and pity. When at last Monypenny spoke his voice was 
quite gentle. 

"Don't, Ted — don't waste your love on this town. 
It will be thrown away. Find a woman and love her. 
Flesh and blood are better than bricks and mortar. 
Don't waste your youth on a stuffy town. Believe me, 
it isn't worth it. And a^ for my policy, it's not merely 
the result of the greed and indifference to which you 
alternately ascribe St. It's the result of consideration. 
We differ, but my opinions are as firm as yours." 

"Then," said Ted, blazing, "you mustn't mind if I 
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oppose you — publidy, I mean. I promised Becket that if 
he'd organise a meeting- to oppose the day excursions, 
rd speaic at it." 

" Nonsense ! " The calm of Monypenny's bearing 
suddenly broke down. "There*d be no sense in that. 
You'd do no good — ^merely create a scandal." 

" I can't help that. Anyhow, I must speak. I'm. going 
to do all I can to stop this madness. " 

" It wiE be edifying to see me and my son at log"ger- 
heads in the town." 

" I tell you I can't help that. I must try to save Mar- 
lingate from its Mayor and Corporation, and I don't see 
what else I'mi to do." 

Monypenny did not answer. He stood still, staring 
down into the yellowing trees of the Slide. Out of them 
suddenly had run Moigfan le Fay — ^her crimson dress flew 
behind her on the wind, and her eyes shone under her 
tang-led hair. Her lips were parted, and he saw the white 
arc of her teeth, her tilted smile flying up to her tilted 
eyes. Then suddenly Becket looked at him out of her 
eyes, and a little, tinkling", girlish laug<h broke up the 
dream. 

" Lindsay ! " cried Ted. 

She held out her hand to both. 

"You didn't know I had come back — did you? I 
came back last night. Here's Papa — ^we've been over to 
French Landing." 

Becket came sweating and panting out of the wood. 
There were greeting's all round, and in the end the party 
joined for the walk home. Ted and Lindsay went on 
ahead, and the two fathers walked behind. There was 
no more talk of borough matters — nevA* a safe subject 
now between Monypenny and Becket. Instead, the mer- 
chant raved about Ms daughter's return, about the beauty 
and talent she had brought back with her. Monypenny 
stared at her dipping skirts, and scarcely knew whether 
he loved her for what she had of her mother or hated her 
for what she had not. 

§ 12 

Lindsay Becket was a shining and central figure in 
Marlingate durling- that winter season. She had not been 
through a seaside winter for some time. Before going 
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to Weimar she had spent a couple of winters in London, 
danding^ with the Goldsmiths and the Fishmongers and 
the Haberdashers and the Merchant Taylors with whom 
her father dined. She wasi now nearly twenty-five, but 
a graceful immaturity of mind and body wiped out at 
least four of her years. 

Monypenny's eyes leaped to her every time he entered 
a room where she was. Something* in her alert, swaying 
carriage — the way she stood, giving an impression of 
poise, of the balance of a bird on. a bough — made him 
ache with the memory of her mother. She was a little 
taller and more largdy made, but her movements were 
the same. Her ccJouring was the same too, and she 
emphasised it by the colours of her gowns, the tansy 
yellows, the bracken browns, that had made Morgan 
like a blazing October tree. He was too manlike to 
notice the difference in their make — ^the bunched Mps 
instead of the flowing hem, the squeamish, narrow d^- 
ooUetage instead of that generous, gleaming display of 
wliite shoulders wihich used to make a man at the old 
Assemblies feel as if he were watching a bed of floating 
waterlilies. He noticed more readily the difference in 
her eyes and voice. Her eyes were Becket's, solemn and 
humourless — they never flas/hed or flew, like Morgan's; 
and her laugh was just a girl's laugh, uncertain and 
sweet — he remembered how Morgan's laugh had always 
jarred on him with its loud mockery, how it had never 
passed with the rest of her into civilisation, but had always 
been a wild laugh, neither sweet nor quite human. 

He danced tvrith Lindsay occasionally, but not often, 
for any long or close communion with her gave him pain 
— ^though he could never tell whether the pain was due 
to the resemblances or the differences between her and 
her mother. He was not now the untiring dancer he 
used to be — he was over sixty, and his breath often 
failed him after exercise — ^but he could not resist Lind- 
say's indefinite, baffling attraction. Sometimes he asked 
himself whether in his waltzes with her he was not trying 
to create an illusion ; if so, it was an illusion that her 
voice and her look continually shattered, but he could 
not altogether dear himself of guilt. 

Lindsay's feeling towards him was mixed. She liked 
him because he interested her and because he admired her, 
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but she also found him at times curiously repelling-. His 
lifelong lignorance of women and mental awkwardness 
with them, instead of being dispelled by more than twenty 
years of marriage, had only increased. She was quick 
to notice it ; she found him stilted and formal, and his 
old-fashioned politeness could not hide the clumsiness of 
his mental approach to her girlishness. Sometimes he 
saw that he jarred on her, and would revenge himself 
by drawing her out, so that he might expose and despise 
her. Once he asked : 

" Do you like Marlingate ? " 

And ^e answered: 

"I think it is a delightful little place." 

For which he did not know whether to love or hate her. 

But, in spite of these clashes, she never rebuffed him 
or refused to waltz with him. She once told a friend 
that she danced with him because he was "easily the 
best-looking m^n in the room." 

Marlingate's winter gaieties were now a trifle shorn. 
One or two of the more aristocratic visitors had seceded 
to Brfghton, in the wake of Raymond Hurdicott; the 
Alaric Papilloos were at Bulverhythe, a small military 
town eight miles west of Marlingate, which was begin- 
ning to develop a winter season. Lady Cbckstreet was 
dead; she had died that autumn in her Rye Lane villa, 
unconscionably old. At the dances now one saw young I 
folk who would never have been admitted in earlier days. 
The ineligibles of Town Councillors had always been 
tolerated in their fathers' honoOr, and the blue robe of 
an Alderman covered not only the sins of the fathers 
but of the children. But now began to appear the young 
of Gallops and of tradesmen unsanctifled by any municipal 
connection. Moreover, the colonists of New Marlingate 
demanded, but did not deserve, their part in the local 
festivities. The result was that genteel mammas became 
remonstrant, and complained that their daughters met 
undesirable men. One or two select and dull private 
dances were given, but the public, more enjoyable affairs 
had become sadly mixed. Mony penny saw that the town 
was losing the knack of combining gaiety with refine- 
ment — its present efforts to purge itself bein^ one and 
all^ tainted with insipidity. It was all part of his cam- 
paign against MarBngate's winter season — part of his 
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strang"le-hold upon it, which was to divert the streams 
of life that ran throug-h the town to the less vital summer 
season, which in its turn would soon bloat and burst 
like an overfull blood-vessel. 

Some time ago the Town Coundil had been approached 
by the South Eastern Railway with regard to running 
cheap day and half-day excursions to Marlingate from 
London, Chatham, Erith and other industrial places. In 
those days Monypenny had seen that the time had not 
yet come for such a measure. Nobody but Lewnes and 
Lusted had supported it on the Town Committee, and he 
had realised the folly of trying to force it through. But 
now he had shap>ed the sp^irit of the town more con- 
formably — Benbow had jolined the Committee and Hurdi- 
00 tt had left it. Tom Potter had left the town in '85, 
and had been succeeded as Town Clerk by Mark Boas, 
a much younger man of "go-ahead** tendencies. The 
Progressives had increased not only in number but in 
daring. The calculating purpose and indomitable will 
whiich had dragged his Aldermen and Councillors after 
him in every enterprise had not failed him yet. Give 
him time, and he knew that he could put practically any 
measure through the Committee and the Council too. 

He was now fairly certain that there would be a 
majority for day excursions, and he knew Jhat such a 
concession would be a long stride forward in the path of 
squalor. The crowds brought by the steamers to the pier 
from Margate, Broadstairs and Southend, and no longer 
sSfted by pier-tolls — ^which had been abolished four or five 
years ago — had already begun to hurry the sunamer gentry 
out of Marlingate. The winter season had been reduced 
by the exodus of Hurdicotts and their kin and the lower- 
ing of the residential standard, and now the summer 
season was to be put out of action by periodically letting 
loose hordes of barbarians among those decent and well- 
bred people who might otherwise be reckoned upon to fill 
Marlingate from May to October, long after the winter 
notables had abandoned it. These people were already 
complaining of the steamer excursions ; what would they 
say when excursion trains vomited demoralised London 
trippers and rowdy factory em-ployees into the sanctuaries 
of the Marine Parade and the Town Park? 

His only trouble was Ted's threat of opposition. In 
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Ted he wouW have, for the first time, an opponent who 
was worth considering. Becket's sentimental platitudes, 
Pelham's ornate remonstrances, the futile uncertainties 
of Breeds oould form no serious obstacle. But Ted, the 
winged adversary, with (his tongue and his heart of flame 
. . . Ted with a brain as good as his father's, with a zeal 
as fervent, with a love as strong as his father's hate . . . 
he would probably have as deep an influence as Mony- 
penny on the waverers of the Town Committee, and it 
was the waverers who mattered in a case like this when 
the definite parties were small. If he and Becket organised 
their preposterous meeting it was quite pwssible that they 
might make the Progressives kick the beam, for Mony- 
penny could imagine how Ted would speak, how his 
youth and zeal would appeal to men's feelings as his 
fatlher's passlionate reserve could never do. Hitherto he 
had carried on his scheme in the face of only a pottering 
opposition, but now, at a critical moment, and through 
the action of his own flesh and blood, that opposition 
might become formidable, perhaps overwhelming. 

Sometimes he found himself the prey of a sick and 
foolish reaction. If Marlingate mattered so much to Ted, 
why not let him do as he wanted with St ? Why not stand 
aside and let him lift the town out of its declining ways 
back into its ancient glory? Why thwart this young 
life with the opposition of his old and tired, revenge? 
. . . For he was beginning to be tired now, to feel the 
strain of his unceasing conflict— of the continual direction, 
tricking and fording of weaker minds than his own. He 
was Marlingate 's brain, and that brain had thought too 
many long thoughts. 

He felt that he would like to put out his arms and 
take into them Ted and Fanny, and warm his last years 
of life with their kindness. He had been alone all his 
life, and he would like to spend what remained of it in 
company. He was over sixty, and very tired — perhaps 
there was not much more to come. 

But if ever he allowed himself to think like this, the 
reproach of Morgan would come back to him, and he 
would remember her as he had loved her and as he had 
forsaken her. He would remennber her as he had last 
seen her, on fire witih passion and grief, like a lovely tree 
with its death upon it in gay colours; and he would 
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remember her g-rave where Becket had laid her, under 
the carven lies. He had promised her a better grave 
than those mean few feet of eartfti under Becket's tomb- 
stone, he had promised her as a memorial the piled 
destruction of Marling-ate, its streets and houses and shops 
and trade and wealth heaped in her honour like the barrow 
of an ancient queen. He could not fail her now — dull 
his memory and his promise with the love of wife and 
child, drive away her ghost into the wind. Hitherto only 
his body had -been unfaithful to her, but if he failed her 
now he failed her with his soul, and he must keep his 
soul true so that it could go to her at last in the sftiadows 
where she lived. 

§ 13 

When Ted came back to Marlingate for his winter 
vacation, Lindsay no longer said that Monypenny was 
easily the best-looking man in the room. It was natural 
that she should prefer the younger man, the more in- 
defatigable dancer, and Monypenny gave her up to him 
with rather a crooked smile. What he could not under- 
stand was why the boy did not fall in love with her. 
Much as Morgan's daughter lacked of her mother's 
beauty, or rather of the spirit informing- it, it seemed 
impossible that any man could fail to notice her pre- 
eminence over the otiher women, and yet Ted seemed 
just as happy dancing with Dorothy Lewnes or Mabel 
Fulleylove or Queen ie Cooper, and his attitude towards 
Lindsay's obvious favour was a compound of denseness 
and naivetd which made his father heartily ashamed of him. 

However, in his heart he was glad that the expected 
(by Lindsay, by himself, by the town) had not happened. 
For one thing Ted was too young — ^he was only twenty- 
two, and curiously shifting and unformed; for another 
the jnarriage would draw closer the bonds between him 
and Becket, whSdh Monyp>enny wanted to have severed. 
But there was another reason — more subtle, more in- 
definite than these practical cons^iderations, and yet also 
far more vital and compelling. Monypenny felt that he 
could not have borne to see the love of these two for each 
other — the sihadow of himself loving the shadow of 
Morgaa with a love which oould be only the shadow of 
thdr love. He could not have borne it, and he was glad 
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it had not happened. Nevertheless, in some remote back- 
country of his mind these two were linked, with the g'lory 
round them of his k>st love — ^which St seemied mysteriously 
as if they had found and held in pledge against tihe day 
when he could claim it. 

Perhaps the anxieties of the father's thought worked 
more powerfully and more definitely than he knew, mould- 
ing the hot, soft stuff of the son's heart, melting it into 
the hard metal of Lindsay's, which was to hold it as an 
unfinished casket holds molten silver — ^two crude, precious 
things, one containing the other and likely to be broken 
by it. For though he went through the winter unim- 
pressed, when he came down again at Easter time Ted 
began to turn towards Lindsay. 

There was nothing obvious or violent — indeed, the 
first effect of his attraction was to make him immensely 
shy. Monypenny noticed nothing but an increasing rest- 
lessness, which sometimes apj>eared to be linked with 
dissatisfaction, sometimes with a queer, dreamy excite- 
ment. He seemed to be growing more awkward, more 
inward, and Mony|>enny, to whom love had meant develop- 
ment and escape and expansion, had nothing in his own 
experience to link this moodiness and silence with any- 
thing but the increasing jar of their relations. 

The matter of day excursions had been shelved at the 
Spring Town Council meeting, and would not come up 
again till the early summer, by which time he considered 
its prospects would have still further improved. He put 
down the increase in Ted's visits to the Coney Banks to 
the spreading activities of the opposition ; and a certain 
surreptitiousness in the making of them encouraged this 
idea. Monypenny thought of interference, of issuing 
the law, but he was withheld partly by the feeling that 
such action would only precipitate matters, partly by an 
odd reluctance to make 'a definite breach with Becket. 
It might sound ridiculous, but Monypenny could never 
quite lose that queer, occasional sense of fellowship witfi 
the merchant, that sense of sharing a precious tJhing — 
though he also had his fits of alienation and jealousy, 
when he passionately hated Becket for keeping a faith 
that he had been unable to keep. . . . 

He would have been surprised, and j>erhaps not quite 
so patient, if he could have seen Ted sitting in the draw- 
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ing-room at the Coney Banks, his head thrown back 
against the cushions of the window-seat, while he listened 
to Lindsay Becket singing. It was the drawing-room 
where the plush-framed mirrors had reflected the 
smouldering dusk behind the heads of Morgan and Mony- 
penny as they leaned together in some huge scroll-backed 
sofa hung with antimacassars. . . . The mirrors were not 
there now — in their place were a few good water-colours 
and some Aubrey Beardsley drawings, for Lindsay liked 
occasionally to think herself daring and fin de sikcle. She 
would sit at her elegant Bechstein piano — ^her mother's 
little CoUard had been given a safe and sentimental refuge 
in her father's study — and sSng little German songs that 
haunted Ted, that seemed to paint his mind over with 
pictures of fir trees and snow in the night. 

She had a beautiful voice, which sometimes had a 
rather attractive note of -mockery in it, and she was often 
asked to sing at Marllngate parties. Here she sang from 
the new Gilbert and Sullivan operas, or scared her 
audience with fragments of Wagner or delighted them 
with Bizet. Ted liked to think that she kept the little 
German songs for him alone. 

Sometimes after the party he would see her home. 
He would walk beside her fin a kind of awe, watching 
her graceful, shawled head and shoulders in the gleam- 
ing moonlight, her hair that broke and flew from under 
her sSiawl like spray, the shine of her little satin shoes 
beside his feet on the pavement. Those were cold, still 
nights, with a path of moonlight over the sea, and All 
Holland Hill and Cuckoo Hill blocked against a sky like 
mother-o'-pearl. It was strange how all Marlingate 
seemed to fade and drop from him, leaving him alone 
with Lindsay, shut up in the little soft chamber of her 
presence. They seldom found much to say to each other, 
but occasionally they would talk of the time when he and 
she as children had enjoyed a lawless freedom in the 
town. She reminded him of their adventures, of the 
shells they had bought in the wooden shops down by the 
Stade, and the mechanical toys they had loved to watch 
at the Aquarium. 

"Do you remember the peasants dancing round the 
tree ? " 

"And do you remember how I smashed the glass of 
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Mamma's drawing-room. I never go to the Aquarium 
now — it depresses me." 

"Why?" 

"Oh, I dunno. It's getting shoddy — ^like most things 
in MarlSngate." 

"Tliat's what Father says — Marlingate's going down. 
But it must have been lovely when we were children. 
What little wretches we were, by the way. Do you 
remember the cakes we used to eat?" 

They said "Do you remember?" many more times 
before they came to the turn of the Coney Banks steps by 
St. Nicholas's churchyard. 

"Do you remember that time you and I went in to 
look at your mother's grave and the awful fright we got? " 

"Yes — from your father. We thought he was a ghost. 
I must say he looked rather creepy. Do you know that 
he still frightens me a little? " 

"So he does me." 

"It's only sometimes — but it comes over me all of a 
sudden. There seems to be something in him that makes 
him different from us." 

"That's just how I feel." 

They ihad stopped on the ascending flight, and Lind- 
say's eyes gleamed out of the shadow on her face. Beyond 
the palings the moonlight swam over the graves. Then 
suddenly he saw her look as she had never looked before ; 
a queer, flying glance came into her eyes — ^he saw it for 
the first time, and.it made him think of a streak of sun- 
shine flashing along a wall on a windy day. He had 
never seen her like this— with this queer, flying, sidelong- 
look — ^and there was something in him to which it was 
irresistible, something in him which seemed to go out to 
meet it, with an ineffable yearning. . . . 

They stood gazing at each other on the Coney Banks 
steps, and he felt her hands in his, firm and cold, quite 
unlike her eyes. Then suddenly his self-control broke 
down, and his arms went round her, straining her .'ill 
warm and thrilling against his heart. He stood on the 
step below her, and her head drooped against his neck, 
so that his mouth moved over her hair in its hungry 
search for her face. Then at last he found her lips and 
held them for the long plighting kiss, while the moonlight 
swam over the graves. 



CHAPTER III 

THE MAYOR OF DEAD MAN'S TOWN 

§ I 

The spring* was creeping" into Marlingate — it always 
came into the town a little furtively, showing* itself 
chiefly in the shop windows and new-painted house 
fronts. This year it seemed to have a greater boldness, 
perhaps because its artificial manifestations were a little 
less emphatic. The new muslins and the stucco front- 
ag^es did not so compellingly withdraw one's eyes from 
the laburnum drooping over garden walls, nor did the 
smell of paint quite drown the soft, hawthorn-scented 
airs that came down from the inland fields. 

However, with the exception of the Marine Hotel, 
advance bookings were good, though, on the whole, for 
shorter periods, and showing a tendency to concentrate 
in the months of July and August instead of over- 
running tfiem as far as May and October. The Marine 
Hotel was indeed rather forlorn — not a third part full, 
and having, with the rest of the Parade, lost a little of 
that white, shining look which made it like a temple 
facing the sea. It had been, since its opening", the pulse 
of Marlingate's prosj>erity — full in its good times, but 
of late slack and intermittent. This symptom had not 
much impressed anyone besides Monypenny and the 
Hotel Company. To Lewnes and Lusted and their crew 
it mattered little who filled the town as long as it was 
full — indeed, they would rather see it crowded from 
lodgings in the Totty lands than politely sprinkled from 
the Hotel. But those who had money invested in the 
Marine Hotel Company had been grumbling for some 
seasons, and now — ^with a startling drop in the already 
decreasing figure of patronage — <they began to quake 
for their investments, and say that the Hotel would never 
go through another bad winter. The Pier Company was 
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not paying either, and there were awkwardnesses and 
recriminations about the Aquarium, which for some 
years had been carried on at a loss. 

All these signs of deterioration were comforting^ and 
encouraging to Monypenny, but with his triumph was 
mixed an indefinable regret. He hated the town, and he 
had resolved to avenge the love it had betrayed, but his 
hatred was not the pure emotion that his love had been — 
queer currents of memory ran through it, bearing- re- 
proaches and desires. 

One of these reproaches was his own son. During 
the last two weeks of the Easter vacation, reaching- on 
into May, the change he had begun to notice in Ted 
became more obvious. Monypenny now felt convinced 
that something was happening to him, but he was still 
unable to guess its nature. Perhaps it was the growing 
difficulties of the Opposition, perhaps the approach of the 
time when he must publicly take action against his 
father. Monypenny expected the future and his own 
mind to show him the boy's trouble. He did not expect, 
after what had passed between them on All Holland Hill, 
to be taken into his confidence. 

He was accordingly surprised when one morning, as 
they sat alone in the dining-room after breakfast, Ted 
asked : 

"May I speak to you, Sir?" 

He was turning over the pages of a new num>ber of 
the Savoy with fingers that shook a little. Monypenny 
was reading the Daily News with the same stem intent- 
ness as he had read it every morning since the day 
when he had first taken it out of respect to Charles 
Dickens. 

"Yes — ^what is it?" — thinking that some bootless and 
rending discussion on borough politics lay before him. 

"May we go into your study? We might be inter- 
rupted here." 

Monypenn/y lifted supercilious eyebrows over sud- 
denly anxious eyes. 

"Just as you please." 

They went into the study, and sat down in the two 
leather arm-chairs each side of the hearth, where Mony- 
penny ha3 sat and talked to Becket and to Lewnes on 
momentous occasions. 
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"Well? " he said, wondering how often he was to hear 
the words "cheap excursions*' during" the next ten 
nciinutes. Then suddenly he caught sight of Ted's face 
suoid he was baffled. Surely nothing municipal could pro- 
•duce that look of mingled shyness and triumph, ecstasy 
SLTid doubt, joy and deference, water and flame. 

"What is it? " he asked abruptly. 

"Father — I've been wanting to tell you for some 
days. I — I've fallen in love." 

A pang went through the elder man's heart, and his 
liands slowly clenched on the arms of his chair. 

"So you've done it at last — and you've come to tell 
me — ^very pretty and girlish of you." 

He himself was astonished at the bitterness of his 
words, but only some definite brutality could relieve 
his inward sense of laceration. 

Ted's face went pale, and the glow in his eyes 
quenched, then burned again with a new and harder 
flame. 

"I had to tell you — ^because I know you'll be dis- 
pleased. You'll hate it." 

"Why?" 

How could Ted know that his father was jealous of 
him? — if one can give the name jealousy to a starving 
man's feeling for another who has a piece of bread. 

"Well, you see — it's Lindsay Becket." 

He looked anxiously into Monypenny's face for the 
disapproval he expected to see there. At first he saw 
nothing, only a queer, hardening mask. Then suddenly 
the eyes blazed, the skin parched, the mouth twisted 
and opened — 

" You fool ! " cried Monypenny — •" you fool ! " Then 
his voice dragged and failed — "I can't," he said almost 
entreatingly. 

Ted stared at him, shocked and bewildered. He had 
expected opposition, but not this white-hot anger, this 
contempt and sorrow, with which his news seemed to 
have filled his father overwhelmingly. He wanted to go 
on, to explain himself further, but he did not know what 
to say. After this there was absolutely no knowing how 
the governor would take any remark of his. 

In a moment Monypenny spoke again. 

" How long has this been going on ? " 
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"I've only just told her — ^but I've cared for her some 
time." 

"Nonsense! You didn't care tuppence about her 
when you were here at Christmas. 

" But ever since I came back at Easter. ... I knew 
then that I — that I wanted her." 

" And you call that * some time. ' Very well, then. 
Does she care for you ? " 

"Yes." 

"And what do you propose to do about it? " 

"Why — marry her." 

Monypenny said nothing". He put his hand over his 
eyes, as if he could darken the sig"ht of his mind. The 
vision which tormented him was not the vision of Ted 
in the enemy's camp, new-armed against his father, but 
of Ted and Lindsay, the shadow of Monypenny loving 
the shadow of Morgan. He saw all that there was of 
himself in Ted loving all that there was of Morgan in 
Lindsay. He and Morgan were both dead, but now 
their son and daughter stood before them saying, "We 
are the resurrection and the life." 

He could not bear it — ^this terrible resurrection of the 
dead. He quailed before the triumph of love as years ago 
he had quailed before the triumph of life. What purpose 
of man could stand before these two terrible things which 
no grave could hold? . . . He was afraid of this young 
man wBo stood before him with the two keys of the world 
in his hand — and suddenly stumbling to his feet, he went 
hurriedly, almost awkwardly, out of the room. 

Ted was astonished at his father's behaviour. He had 
expected difficulties — ^he had known that local politics 
would make almost unseemly a match between Mony- 
penny's son and Becket's daug^hter. But he had not 
expected this consternation — his father had seemed really 
stricken. For some time he hesitated as to whether or 
not he should follow him out of the room, but at last 
decided to leave him to himself. This strange, uncalled- 
for emotion must woiik itself out. In the end he went 
off to see Lindsay, to spend his morning in shy ardours 
and fervent timidities. 
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When he heard Ted go out, Monypenny went back to 

the study. He threw himself into his chair and gave 

himself up to a prostration of helpless thoug-ht. Strangely 

enough, his mind had been unprepared for what had 

happened. He had thought of the k>ve of Ted and 

Lindsay only as a terrible thing which had been spared 

him. Now he had to face it, to know it, and to bear it — 

and he had to acknowledge that it was dreadful, almost 

unendurable, though all the while he wondered angrily 

>vhy this should be so. Why should this reproduction of 

his own love and Morgan's hurt him so inexpressibly? He 

ouglit to be g^lad — he oug'ht to bless these children who 

had found what their parents had lost. Was he jealous? 

. . . perhaps he was. And yet Ted did not love Lindsay 

as his father had loved Morg'an. Ted loved only, with 

the little bit of Mmself which was his father, the little bit 

of Lindsay which was her mother. That was all. 

But this marriage must be stopped at all costs — and of 
course he oould stop it. Ted's eag'er, soft, fiery nature 
could not stand before the bruising' iron of his father's 
-will. Yet. . . . He put his hand over his eyes, as if he 
'would hide from the empty room the pain that was in 
them. He could not bear the thought of hurting his 
son, and he knew that he would hurt him terribly — crush 

him as soon as he put out all his strength. But the 

next moment his heart hardened, for he thought of his 
own love, and of all the suffering that had come from its 
betrayal — the death-in-life that was his marriage, the 
dead man's town that was all he had left of Marlingate. 
He had suffered this, and out of his suffering Ted had 
been born to enjoy what Jiis father had lost. Mony- 
penny 's heart revolted against his innocent successor — 
he should not enjoy these spoils of a battle more terrible 
than any he could ever face. He should not .escape his 
father's tragedy. The father himself, whose weakness 
had begotten him, and whose weakness he perj>etuated 
and personified, should set his own choice before him. 

He sprang to his feet, and began walking up and 
down the room. Hang it all ! He supposed he couldn't 
stop Ted marrying Lindsay if he wanted to, but at least 
he should do it at the cost at which his father would have 
married Morgan. He should not have both his woman 
and his town ; he could not have them, since they were 
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not a double prize, but a conflicting choice — Ted should 
choose between then>, as his father had chosen. Then, 
even if he chose Lindsay, and with her entered the 
Paradise from which his father was shut out, at least 
he would not be there to spoil his plans in the wilderness. 
Monypenny would once more be alone with Marling-ate— 
its one redoubtable champion would be gone. 

He was growing more resigned. He was beginning 
to see that it was inevitable that he should have to watch 
his son building up either the town he had destroyed or 
the love he had lost* In the irony of the repeated choice 
the bitterness of his heart found a certain satisfaction. 



§ 3 

However, he did not meet Ted that evening with any 
real confidence. Fanny and Sue, as usual, tooik their 
wools into the drawing-room, where Monypenny *s con- 
ventions, surviving into the nineties, forbade him to join 
them with his after-dinner cigar., Ted's cigarettes must 
also be smoked, rather unwillingly, in his father's study, 
and here, in the midst of the heavy mahogany furniture 
which had loomed over so many conflicts, and a litter of 
paper emifossed with the borough arms, and of plans and 
designs and accounts dating from Figg's expensive 
dreams to the shoddy reach-me-downs of to-day, Mony- 
penny faced Ted with the riddle which he himself had 
failed to answer more than twenty years ago. 

The preliminaries were short, no more than the light- 
ing of a cigar and a cigarette, and a look that was half 
challenging, half exploring. 

"Pve been thinking over what you told me this morn- 
ing," said Monypenny, "and I've decided that it's quite 
impossible." 

"Impossible?" 

"Yes." 

Ted^ wished that his father would not start every 
discussion by locking up and putting away the sub- 
ject. 

"1 don't see how it's impossible," he ventured 
desperately. "PlI own that it's inconvenient — difficult— 
but I feel sure that we — that you — that we could somehow 



Mayor of Dead Man's Town 263 

manage to understand each other, if only we cx>uld talk 
thing's over." 

"The marriage would be unseemly." 

"I don't see why. Surely our local factions aren't so 
hopeless as all that." 

"Not to you, perhaps." 

"But you meet Becket socially." 

"Formally." 

Ted felt irritated. "Then I can't see what diflference 
my marriage will make. You can still go on meeting him 
formally.'^ 

"Not a bit. The whole situation would become at 
once immensely complicated. Besides, that's not my only 
objection, nor, indeed, my chief one. You're too young." 

Ted flushed. 

"I'm twenty-two." 

"That's too young for the step you are wanting to 
taJce — to marry the daughter of your father's chief oppo- 
nent, a woman many years older than yourself." 

Lindsay's only a year or two older than I am." 
You are very young for your age — raw — inexperi- 
enced — ignorant — " his father rasped out at him. Ted 
had never seen him in sucH a imood, he was conscious 
of an unreasonableness in him, a certain excitement, and 
it helped him retain his own balance better than he might 
have done if Monypenny had offered his usual calm and 
frigid opposition. 

"I'm sorry. Sir. I'm sorry you think so badly of me. 
But in this case I really do know my own mind." 

"How can you? You've never been in love before. 
You don't know what love is.'' 

"I da know what love is." 

"How can you? Prove it, then." 

"I will prove it — -by marrying Lindsay." 

Monypenny saw that his emotions were exposing him 
to defeat. He made an effort and mastered himself. 

"For your own sake I don't want you to rush head- 
long into this. Why should you? There's no hurry — 
you have plenty of time." 

Ted was not placated. 

"You want me to wait because you think there's a 
chance of my changing my mind. I tell you I won't 
change — and I won't wait." 
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"Indeed. Then what do you propose to do?" 

"Marry Lindsay as soon as she will have me. I've 
thought it all out, and I've talked it over with her. She's 
quite ready." 

"Does she realise how you stand? — that you have 
nothing but two hundred pounds a year — no profession 
and no qualification for any profession — and that your 
prospects at my death, I don't mind telling you, are 
exceedingly poor." 

The boy coloured. 

"Lindsay knows all about me." 

"Not quite all. I don't think you know quite all 
yourself. Anyhow, you don't realise it. You don't 
realise that if you insist on marrying her, even in keep- 
ing up this mockery of an engagement, I wash my hands 
of you. You'll have to look out for yourself." 

Ted was astonished. He had not remotely imagined 
that Mony penny's opp)osition would take so brutal, practi- 
cal, and old-fashioned a shape. Any form of argument, 
inducement or interference was to be expected, but not 
this drastic assumption of the part of heavy father — he 
grew angry, because Monypenny made him feel like a 
young man in a melodraima. 

"You understand," continued the voice, which was 
so curiously cold and deep — "if you don't try to shake off 
this infatuation — and I'll give you all the help I can, send 
you out to Switzerland, the Tyrol, Germany, anywhere 
you like this summer — I simply refuse to be responsible 
for you any longer. You'll have to leave Oxford, and if 
you think you can marry on two hundred a year and no 
prospects — 
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I can write. The Savoy took a thing of mine 
last year." 

"And paid you a guinea for it, if I'm not mistaken. 
You won't make much out of that. Besides, I always 
understood that you meant to be an architect, a pro- 
fession which requires specSal training and the payment 
of heavy fees. There won't be any good counting on 
your father-in-law ; he's been hard hit over the Marine 
Hotel and other local companies." 

"I shouldn't dream of counting on him." 
"No — ^I suppose you'd shelve him in the same way as 
you're shelving me." 
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"I'm not shelving" you. Tve proved that by oooning- 
out of my way to ask your advice — for which you laughed 
at me this morning." 

Monypenny remorsefully relented. 

"Don't let's quarrel, Ted. I only want to put the 
matter before you. Give up this girl, and you shall 
spend the summer abroad or do anything else that you 
think will help you to forget her. Then finish your 
time at Oxford, and after that you can have a course 
of architecture in Germany or Switzerland, and finally 
be articled to some really good man. I'll do that 
for you, and welcome. But if you persist in having 
her " 

" Well, what will happen then ? " 

"Need, I tell you? Can't you imagine what will 
happen when you want to marry on two hundred a 
year?" 

"I don't care." 

"One thing that will happen is that you will have 
to leave Marlingate — you and Becket won't be able to 
block the Progressives any longer." 

"You won't mind that." 

"No — but I thought perhaps you might." 

Ted's mouth twitched. 

"I'll still be able to work for Marlingate even if I'm 
married." 

"Not if you marry like this. You'll have to go some- 
where where you can pick up some sort of a living. 
Besides, your career as an architect . . . you haven't 
thought of that." 

"Do you really believe that my career is worth the 
sacrifice of my love ? " 

''That's for you to decide." 

There was silence in the room, among the heavy 
shadows. The firelight swept in a fan over the ceiling, 
then died into a subdued flicker and jig of arabesques. 
Monypenny watched Ted's face. He had put his choice 
before him, and he did not yet know how he would 
choose. In spite of the boy's swaggering words the 
matter was not settled. He himself had spoken many 
swaggering words of love to Morgan, and yet Marlingate 
had had him in the end.-. . . 

"Don't make up your mind in a hurry," he said 
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rather nervously — "think it over to-night, i've put the 
matter squarely before you, and you can choose." 

"IVe made up my mind already," said Ted moodily, 
"and a night — or a week — ^won't make me change it. 
But there's no good arguing here," and he got up and 
swung towards the door. There he paused, and said 
rather stiffly, "Good night." 

"Good night," said Monypenny. 

He felt shaken, but no longer at the thought of Ted's 
choice so much as at the thought of how he wanted him 
to choose. Hitherto he had felt that he would prefer 
even the prospect of his continued interference in Mar- 
lingate to the sight of him married to Lindsay, with 
his shadowy love vindicating itself where his father's 
consuming passion had failed. But now he saw that 
somehow, during their argument, his base had shifted. 
He wanted this boy, the inheritor of his life, to be set 
free from the bondage that had crushed his father. He 
could not bear to see Marlingate destroy Ted's love as it 
had destroyed his own. Ted must not choose Dead- 
Man's Town, for it had nothing to give him, it would 
merely take all he had — ^his youth, his hope, his love, 
his imagination. . . . 

He saw Marlingate as Morgan had seen it long* ago, 
as a thing that beat and clung and crushed, as a prison- 
house ; and in his heart he pleaded with his son as 
Morgan had so often pleaded with himself — ^" Don't let 
this place get hold of you, don't let Dead Man's Town 
eat your bones as it has eaten mine. I gave my youth 
and my love and my glory to it, and it has given me 
tears and dyst. Don't choose as I chose, lest you should 
be one day what I am now. Here's your chance of 
escape — take it — run out of this city of destruction with 
your singed garments smelling of fire." 



§4 

Ted breakfasted early the next morning, so as to 
avoid his father, and directly afterwards went out to find 
Lindsay. He found her in the fin-de-sidcle drawing-room 
on the Coney Banks, pinning on a straw hat in front 
of a small copper-framed mirror. 
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"I was going out to look for you on the Hill," she 
said, blushing as he kissed her. 

"I want a good k>ng talk with you," said Ted — 
"Lindsay, the governor's cut up even worse than I 
thought." 

" Oh dear ! " 

" He's simply sick — he's simply frightfully sick. What 
does yours say? " 

"Oh, he's pleased, of course. But he won't like your 
father minding so much. He always wants to be friends 
with your father, even though he thinks diflferently about 
the town." 

"Do you think that when he finds my dad's against 
it, he'll be against it too? " 

*T^ — n — no. Only, of course, Ted, he doesn't think 
we're going to be married for ages. He's no idea we 
want to be married soon." 

"Oh Lord! They are a nuisance. I can't think 
what's upset my governor so. Of course, it's a bit 
aw^kward, he and your father being cuts on the Town 
Committee, but he's never meddled with my politics 
before — he's never tried to prevent my owning here — 
it's only the marriage that upsets him." 

"Perhaps he wants you to marry someone else." 

" Whew ! — I wonder who 'it is — ^Miss Lewnes or 
Miss Lusted or Miss Benbow — Help ! No, if you ask 
me, he's set against the idea of my marrying at all. He 
says I'm too young." 

"And I suppose he thinks I'm a wretched cradle- 
snatcher." 

"I don't know what he thinks; I can't make him 
out. There's only one thing I'm sure of, and that is that 
he doesn't know anything about love." 

Lindsay nodded her head wisely, 

"You should have heard the arguments he brought 
up against my marrying you," continued Ted — "cold, 
materialistic, trumpery — and he actually said that if I 
went abroad for three months I'd forget all about you. 
He can't ever have been in love in his life." 

"Well, i daresay people didn't fall in love when he 
was young — at least not like us. They were afraid of 
their passions." 

" Early Victorians ! " 
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"Yes, that's just it. You can't imagine an Earlj 
Victorian falling* violently in love with anyone ... it 
would be all crinolines and antimacassars. You knos* 
what this firawing-room used to be like before I toc4c it 
in hand — ^you can't imagine anyone making, love in it." 

"But your father loved your mother; I've often heard 
how devoted he was to her." 

"Yes — he's never been the same man since her 
death. But I expect they were an exception ; I can't 

think that your father " 

"No, dear, nor can I. If he'd ever been in love he'd 
have understood better about you and me." 

" But he — Ted, he can't prevent us marrying? " 
"Of course he can't. It isn't even as if I was de- 
pendent on him ; we can easily manage on what I've got, 
and on what I'll make besides." 

"Oh, my dear, won't it be wonderful ! " 
They were crouching together on the hearth-rug, in 
front of the small spring* fire. The sunshine poured down 
on them through the big bow window, over which now 
no curtains drooped, and dusted their hair and faces with 
a queer golden bloom. X.indsay shuffled closer to him 
on her knees, and her arms stole round his neck, drawing 
his cheek down to hers. 

"Ted — let's talk about St . . . when we're married." 
"Shall you tell your father? " 

"No," said Lindsay wisely — "I think not — ^not until 
afterwards. He might be worried, you know — ^your father 
so set against it, and all that. But afterwards, when it's 
happened and he can't do anything, then I don't think 
he'll mind." 

" When is it going to happen, Lindsay ? " 
There was silence for a moment, the two dark heads, 
powdered with sunshine, seemed to fuse together in the 
golden lig<ht. The sunshine was so bright that all colours 
were drunk up in St — only a golden boy and girl knelt 
together among the dancing motes. 
"Ted, darling — let's have it soon." 
His arm was round her waist and drew her dose, with 
the timid thrilling pressure she loved so in Ted Mony- 
penny. 

"It must be soon — ^things will only get worse if we 
wait." 
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**rve been thinking. Next week, you know, I go to 
Louisa*s. Couldn't you make some excuse to go up to 
town, and we*d be married then? It would be much 
easier than going off together from here." 

X Co* • • • 

She looked up sharply. 

"Why do you say * Yes ' like that? Didn't you mean 
it to be so soon?" 

He had not meant it to be so soon, but he could not 
tell her. 

"It's only this — ^you see, dear, Tm helping your father 
organise a campaign against day excursions. There's a 
big meeting to come off next month, and " 

"Tedf' 

" My darling ! " She had slipped from his arm, and 
knelt upright before him. 

"You don't mean to say you're thinking about that 

" Why not? I've got to think of it. Of course I " 

He hesitated. He could not tell her how the day before 
he had renounced his career and Mariingate for her sake. 
" Well, I feel I want to do just that much first. If only 
I could knock out those beastly day excursions, then 
I'd feel I'd at least done something for Mariingate before 
I left it." 

"But what does Mariingate matter? Oh, Ted — ^you 
don't mean to say you care for Mariingate more than me." 

" Of course not " — ^and he laughed with knowing bitter- 
ness. "But I don't want to leave this particular job — 
I mean, it's partly for your father's sake, and^ — and- " 

"If it's only a silly old meeting, surely you could 
speak at it after we're married. You'd have to come 
down from Oxford, anyhow." 

"You don't understand, dear. When I marry you, 
I'm out of Mariingate — for a time, at any rate. I've 
had to choose between you and Mariingate, and I've 
chosen you, and I'd rather have you than anything else 
in the world." 

"And yet you want to postpone our marriage for a 
wretched meeting." 

" It isn't only the meeting — it's the whole campaign." 

"When did you mean to get married then? " 

" I thought early in the Vac" 
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** Anything- may have happened by then, and, anyhow, 
Father will be in town, and I shan't be any IcMiger at 
Louisa's. It'll be hopeless, I tell you . . . and all for 
this stupid Marlingate. " 

"Lindsay, you don't know what this town means to 



me." 



"It means m<»-e than me, anyway." 

She was crying- now, with bowed, sun-smitten head. 

"I've cheapened myself," she sobbed. "I'm more 
eager for our marriage than you are. I've been forward 
and begged you to marry me sooner than you care to . . . 
I ' ve shown you that I want you more than you want me. 
I'm doing all the offering and the giving^. ..." 

"Lindsay, don't . . ." he cried, swallowing his own 
tears, and seized her with a new tender roughness, drag- 
ging her up against him, and fondling and kissing 
her so that her pretty hair was loosed. " Don't, 
Lindsay. Forgive me . . . I've been a beast. We'll 
be married next week — I want you far more than you 
want me." 

" More than you want Marling^ate ? " 

" A hundred times more. " 

"Oh, Ted, I'm a fool, but I thought ..." 

"Then you were a fool. I only meant — oh, never mind 
what I meant. MarlSng-ate can go to blazes. I don't 
care about anything* but you. Come, Lindsay, my precious 
darling — come away. We're going to shoiw these Eariy 
Victorian people what love is." 



§ 5 

During the ten days or so before his return to Oxford 
Ted and his father did not exchange a single word about 
their differences. There was now and then a little con- 
versational prowling*, but neither was inclined to tackle. 
Ted felt sad and estrang^ed — he had always admired his 
father, and thought it cruel that he should now be 
separated from him in the two most vital matters of his 
life. Somehow he did not feel the same need of his 
mother's sympathy, warmer and readier as it was. 
Fanny's sympathy lacked that definiteness which would 
have made it a support. Also he knew that no matter 
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how softly she might speak or how much she might seem 
to understand, in her heart she was with his father, 
humbly sure of his wisdom. 

"Your father must know best, dear," she said more 
than <Mice. 

Mony penny, on his side^ was more fretted by the 
tension of those days than he would care to admit. He 
wanted to know how matters stood with Ted. Had he 
definitely chosen? What was he going to do? Some- 
times he grew furious at the boy*s silence. How dared 
he shut up his mind so that his father could not read it? 
He was tempted to tear open those sealed covers — after 
all, it would be easy enough to bully Ted. But he was 
withheld by many restraints. He felt unequal to the pain 
of another discussion, to a further revelation of this love 
which wounded him with its ignorance and its sweetness. 
Besides, he knew how matters would end — Ted would 
marry Lindsay ; he would have told his father if he had 
decided otherwise. His silence meant perseverance in 
his choice, plans for its fulfilment. He was often out, 
and often alone — he was planning his escap>e, his free- 
dom. Monypenny ought to be glad, for now he would 
be free to finish his life's work ; there would no longer 
be any danger of a serious opposition to his plans. 
Besides, this boy whom he loved would be free of the 
snare in which he himself had been taken, he would not 
lie broken in the streets of Dead Man's Town ... his 
father's heart ought to rejoice at his escape, and yet that 
heart was human enough to be torn with a human jealousy 
at the sight of his son treading the free road his own 
feet would never know. 

It was characteristic of them both that he never dis- 
cussed the situation with Fanny. He briefly informed 
her of it, and listened in silence to the few comments she 
had to make. Fanny was inwardly grieved that her 
husband should oppose her son in this as well as in less 
understandable town matters. She was a little afraid 
of Lindsay Becket, whose hard, shining ways abashed 
her, but if Ted loved her it seemed cruel that he should 
he denied. However, she was far too loyal to Mony- 
penny to admit the smallest exaggeration or unreasonable- 
ness in his opposition. She made, some feeble efforts to 
persuade her son into a submissive mood, and resolutely 
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silenced Sue Vidler — the only person with whom she was 
ever emphatic — when, chiefly from a scaffoldings of over- 
heard phrases, she tried to reconstruct the matter and 
attach the blame she thought due. 

Lindsay went up to London on the twelfth of May to 
stay with her half-sister Louisa, and Ted returned to 
Oxford two days later. He seemed to become anxious 
and low-spirited directly Lindsay went away, and Mony- 
penny almost contemptuously compared his attitude with 
his own towards the absences of Morgan. He had never 
moped or pined in the midst of his certainties, which were 
as great in her absence as in her presence. He might 
have written to her sadly of the lonely Mayor in Tamarisk 
Town, but only the poet in him had lamented, seeking 
beauty in sorrow — since, through her, he had learned to 
find beauty everjrwhere. 

But Ted's unhappiness was not due merely or chiefly 
to the weakness of a love unable to sustain itself aiyay 
from the loved oibject — it was due to the rising up erf 
emotions which- in the presence of Lindsay he had been 
able to keep submerged. He felt the reproach of Mar- 
lingate. There was no use telling himself that his deser- 
tion was only temporary, that he would come back and 
bring more power with him. The fact stood that he was 
deserting the town in its hour of utmost need. Another 
year even and he might have put the Opposition on its 
legs. ... Of c6urse Becket would still be there, but he 
knew quite well that Becket was a potterer and a blun- 
derer, with no definite party, no loyal supporters — ^just 
a vexatious branch in the torrent of Progress, which 
would soon rush him out of its way. In a few years 
from now, probably, the harm would have been 
done and Marlingate trodden into the mud of a vulgar 
policy. 

Sometimes his heart was as hot against his father 
for his municipal as for his matrimonial opposition — he 
showed himself as wrong-headed in the one as in the 
other, and acted, it seemed to Ted, more out of character. 
What was his father doing, asked the boy, in this galley 
of Lewneses and Lusteds? — he who might have steered 
the town like a stately ship through all the shoals of its 
adversity. He was indifferent, he was callous, he was 
materialistic, he was cynical — his attitude towards 
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the town was much the same as his attitude towards 
love. 

But Ms reproach of Ms father was really only a part 
of Ms own self-reproach, during^ those days when he was 
alone with Marling-ate, making his excuses and farewells. 
Sometimes he felt that it was thoughtless of Lindsay to 
have left Mm like this alone with her rival, and his anger 
surged against her too. But of course Lindsay did not 
consider the town serio^sly as a rival — the thought would 
seem to her preposterous — she accepted his offering of it 
to her as something trivial and forgone, with less excite- 
ment than she accepted Ms engagement ring. She priced 
herself at his town, and called it g^iving herself to Mm. 



§ 6 

About a week after Ted had left for Oxford Mony- 
penny had a letter from him with the London postmark. 
It was brought to him as he sat in his study, examining 
some plans of Lusted *s for a fresh street in New Mar- 
lingate. This was to be a street of small "High Art" 
houses, such as were now beginning to crop up in various 
suburbs. " High Art " with Lusted stocxi for a lavish 
use of rough-cast embedded with small pebbles. It was 
hoi>ed that these houses would put vigour into the rather 
languishing finances of the Braybrook Farm Estate 
Syndicate. They were to run, bow-shaped, from the 
London Road across to Rye Lane, and were to be called 
climaxically Monypenny Crescent. "These *ouses I look 
ui>on as my chay doover," Lusted had said when he 
brought the plans, "these uU strike the Note. Always 
the very latest styles, that's our motto in Marlingate. 
We go ahead with the times^not like some people. 
Once it was areas, now it's art for art's sake. That's 
why I think as it ud be only fitting if this lot was named 
after you. Mayor." 

Monypenny worked on for some minutes, with Ted's 
letter lying beside Mm on the table. Then he began to 
wonder why he was writing to him from London. He 
tore the envelope^ which was addressed in delicate, 
artistic handwriting, rather like his own, but without his 
Victorian slant. 
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"79, Brunswick Square^ 

''London, W.C, 
"May 23, 1 891. 
** My dear Father, 

"You won't be at all pleased when you get this, 
but of course I must write and tell you. Lindsay and I 
were married four days ago. We went to Dartmoor for 
a three days' honeymoon, and then came here, where 
we have taken rooms. No one knows what we have done 
except Lindsay's sister Louisa, whom we had to tell, as 
Lindsay was staying with her when I came up. To^ay 
my wife is writing to her father and I am writing to you. 
I hope you won't be very much displeased, but I can 
hardly expect it. You will probably think me ungrateful, 
and of course after this I don't expect any further help 
from you. I am not going back to Oxford. I'm afraid 
you will never understand my motives and will thmk the 
worst of us both, but I wish I could make you realise 
what it is to love anyone as I love Lindsay. I'd give 
up everything for her — much more than I have. Please 
tell Mother not to worry. I am quite all right. I have 
my two hundred a year from Uncle Vidler, and I mean 
to da some writing and journalism. You know I had a 
thing taken by the Savoy last year, and now I'm starting 
an article on Coptic Architecture, which might do for 
Temple Bar. My wife feels sure her father won't be 
angry at our marriage, though, of course, he'll feel 
annoyed and uncomfortable if you don't come round. I 
hope for his sake as well as ours* that you'll forgive us. 

" Ever your affectionate son, 

"Edward Monvpenny.'' 

Monypenny's mouth drew itself into a gash across his 
face. 

"If I don't come round . . . hopes I'll forgive them 
for Becket's sake — that's rather good." 

He stood up, for the room had suddenly grown 
stifling. 

"But he's out of the way. I've no one against me 
now — ^that counts. He's thrown up the sponge . . . he's 
gone ... I've cleared the field . . . nothing can stop me 
now. ..." 
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He had reached the window, and threw it open. He 
was suffocating", and his head was swimmingf, so tihat the 
red roofs of Marlingate span like a fiery ball among- the 
trees of the Town Park. Then he tore at his collar, and 
fell heavily against the wainscot. 



§7 

Dr. Cooper told him that he had valvular disease of 
the heart. For a long time he had been over-working, 
over-straining himself, and now at last his heart was going 
to teach him what old age meant. He was only sixty- 
two, but all his life had been one long expending of him- 
self, an outpouring- of himself — all the more passionate 
because so quiet, so restrained — into either love or hate. 
He had paid the price of too ardent seeking-, and was 
now to watch the wild ass's skin of life shrivel up in the 
scorching' of his desire. 

He would have been glad if he could have felt that 
his purpose was achieved; but he could not believe that 
he had brought Marlingate to the point when he could 
lift his hand from it and leave it to rot with its own 
decays. It could still be saved — ^he must not die till he 
had put it beyond the hope of redemption. Then he would 
be glad to dSe. 

For some weeks after his fainting- fit he was kept in 
the house, either in his bed or on the sofa. Those days 
reminded him of his illness twenty-five years ago, the 
only other sei^ous illness he had had. But now he lay 
with a glow of anticipation on Ms hollow cheeks and his 
eyes bright with the sight of the journey's end. As then, 
he gazed out of thei window at Dead Man's Town, but 
its grimace no longer appalled him — ^he had grown used 
to it in all these years. 

Up and down 
In Dead Man's Town. . . . 

So he still went in dreams, but here agaSn the horror 
had left him, for as Ms footsteps rang- in the empty grass- 
g-rown streets and the tamarisks writhed out from the 
bursting walls and pushed up the breaking roofs, he was 



276 Tamarisk Town 

always comforted by a dim sense of compaiiionship, as of 
a presence in the next street . . . round the next comer . . . 
whom some day he would meet and embrace in the desert 
of the town, which would then straightway become the 
City of God, w^ith streets of pure gold, filled with g-irls 
and boys. . . . 

It was characteristic of his illness that he should dream 
remarkably. 

His seclusion spared him some of the gossip and 
excitement that ran about the town. Marlingate fer- 
mented with the news of Ted and Lindsay's marriage. 
People remembered that the bride's mother had also 
married romantically; the bridegroom's father, on 
the other hand, had made but a stuffy marriage — no 
wonder he had taken to his bed on hearing that hSs son 
had stampeded his dear conventions. His Councillors 
called on him respectfully. Among them came Becket. 
At first Monypenny refused to see him, but on the 
next occasion consented, feeling that an interview 
was inevitable and had better be done with as soon as 
possible. 

Becket began by being conciliatory, but stiffened in the 
chill of Monypenny 's formal, hostile attitude. 

"You must rememiber that you took my son from me 
many years ago, when you turned him against me in 
town politics. This is only the consequence of your 
treachery then." 

"Treachery! Come, come, Monypenny, that's a 
strong word. I did nothing whatever to turn the boy 
agaSnst you ... on the contrary. But I couldn't prevent 
him seeing what was in front of hSs nose." 

"No. Why should you? But don't let's discuss that 
aspect of the matter any more. The point is that my son 
has married your daughter in direct defiance of my 
wishes." 

"And of mine." 

"Of your knowledge, not of your wishes." 

"Hang it all, Monypenny. You're really insolent. 
Are you suggesting that my daughter isn't a good enough 
match for your son?" 

" I suggest nothSng of the Mnd. My objection is for 
quite different — and I may say quite obvious — reasons." 

"Because we're opposed on the Town Committee? I 
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shouldn't have thougiht ^that could divide two old friends 
like us." 

"The matter goes deeper than the Town Committee, 
and an alliance between our families is now most un- 
desirable." 

"Yes, I know weVe split — ^gone apart. It isn't my 
fault, and I thank God my dear Morgan didn't live to 
see it. It would have broken her heart — she always 
thought a lot of you. We're estranged . . . and I thought 
perhaps this marriage ... oh, I've a feeling she would 
have blessed it ; perhaps she blesses it now. Mony penny, 
for her sake. . . ." ' 

Monypenny did not answer. 

"Well," continued Becket angrily, "since you persist 
in this unnatural quarrel, you mustn't blame me if I 
ignore you entirely and do my best for the young people. 
I can't do much — all my money's in this town, and if 
things get worse . . . my only comfort is that if I'm 
broke you'll be broke too. That's what you're riding 
for, and you must see it now, though you're too proud 
to own it. If you hadn't driven that boy of yours out of 
Marlingate he might have helped us pull things up a bit. 
But> I'm glad he's gone — glad he's out of it. Yes, when 
I look round and see all the mess and the wickedness 
I'm glad the children have escaped and there's only us 
old men left to face the smash." 

"Yes," said Monypenny, "we're all old men now." 



§ 8 

Monypenny was well enough to attend the Town Com- 
mittee meeting in June. He would have attended even 
against his doctor's orders, for at this meeting the matter 
of day excursions was to come up for final discussion. 
Becket had rallied his few supi>orters for a last forlorn 
stand. His anti-excursion campaign had been a failure — 
it had ladked vigour, clearness and organisation, and 
had, moreover, been hustled into a few weeks; for the 
Progressives were moving more quickly than the Oppo- 
sition had bargained for — they had expected, especially 
since Monypenny's illness, that the matter would be 
allowed to stand over till the following spring, and were 
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then surprised to find that the enemy had taken advan- 
tage of them and n>eant to act at once. Becket wrote 
earnestly to Ted, begging him to come and address the 
chief Opposition meeting at the Concert Hall, but Ted 
belonged to Lindsay now, and Lindsay would not give 
him up to Marlingate even for a single day. They had 
been married scarcely a month, and he was very much 
in love. ... "He felt that it was unseemly that, after 
what had happened, he should appear on a public plat- 
form to speak against his father." ... "He thought it 
as well to keep clear of borough politics for a bit. Of 
course, later on, he hoped to take his part in them 
again." By such phrases poor old Becket read that his 
chief supporter had forsaken him. 

It happened, however, that the Committee meeting 
did not open badly for the Opposition. The first item on 
the agenda was a complaint by Pelham, acting as spokes- 
man for many of the better-class visitors and residents, 
as to the increasing vulgarity of the MarUngate Courier. 
For some years this paper, under the editorship of 
Benbow, had been more and more closely approximating 
itself to common journalism, as distinct from the elevated 
and refined conceptions which journalism used to involve 
in Marlingate. Benbow had introduced ribald competi- 
tions, unsavoury reports of cases without the frontiers of 
Marlingate 's selectness, and even, it must be confessed, 
within them, and finally a medical column, which was 
now the cause of offence. In this column, and in the 
" Answers to Correspondents " belonging to it, parts and 
organs of the human body were taken out of the polite 
wrappings of periphrasis in which local delicacy had 
kept them for so long, and at once lightly and boldly 
tossed out on pages that were read at every breakfast- 
table. And worse had followed. This week, said Pelham, 
the following answer had appeared to "Anxious Dora" : 
"You are certainly pregnant." Was this, he asked the 
Town Committee, as husbands and fathers, to be allowed 
to go on? 

"When I see this assembly here," continued old 
Pelham, "when I see our Mayor in his chain of office, 
when I see our worthy Aldermen and Councillors gfathered 
together in this chamber of so many hallowed associa- 
tions, I am reminded of another, earlier assembly, when 
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we united to remove what we then considered a stain on 
the selectness and refinement of our town. I ask you, 
shall those ears which were chastely outraged at the 
naming of our central brook — ;then offensive to the 
genteel as the Gut's Mouth, now as the Marlin, graceful 
even on the lips of our juveniles — I ask you, shall those 
chaste ears tolerate the coarseness I have just read, and 
allow our local journal, the leader of Marling^ate ton, to 
—to — er — er — er " 

Old Pelham now often found it too tiring to stand till 
he had fought a refractory sentence to a finish, so sup- 
plemented the inadequacy of speech with a wave of his 
hand, and sat down. Benbow immediately stood up and 
vindicated himself in a speech in which the words 
"plain," "direct," "hypocrisy," "squeamishness," 
"medical science," and the text, "to the pure all things 
are pure," were repeated very often. Lewnes supported 
him, and said that Marlingate must move, with the times. 
Becket then lifted the Obstructionist voice and expressed 
his horror that such words as those quoted by Pelham 
should ever be read by pure, modest women. It was all 
part of the general deterioration of the town, a side-issue 
of the Corporation's policy of cheapness ;i he hope<) 
that they realised now where "Progress" was leading 
them. 

Monypenny inquired who was this " Medico " who 
answered correspondents so unbecomingly. The guilt 
was finally fixed on a chemist in Station Road. Then 
followed a hoarse and violent debate, which showed sigfns 
of raging on till the end of the meeting and shelving 
more irnportant business. Monypenny at last succeeded 
in stopping it by moving the appointment of a sub- 
committee to investigate the matter and cross-examine 
Medico. The question of Day Excursions was then 
brought forward by Benbow. 

Benbow had made himself unpopular by his share 
in the Courier scandal. Marlingate, whether Progressive 
or Obstructionist, was a loyal worshipper otf British 
morality, and it was soon obvious to Monypenny that 
the spirit of the meeting was hostile to this purveyor of 
physiological indelicacies. However, in spite of the 
feelinig against him, Benbbw spokte vig-orously, and 
sketched with clearness and persuasion the plans of the 
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Town Council in combination With the South Eastern 
Railway. During the summer whole-day and half-day 
excursions would be run from L/otidon, Chatham, Erith, 
and other large industrial centres. The people thus 
brought would be the well-to-do class of artisan, who 
would probably have plenty of money to spend in the 
town. Of course, there would be due precautions against 
rowdyism. . . . 

"Such as the Pier Tolls," interrupted Cooper, who 
had hitherto been considered pretty safe as a Progres- 
sive, and an ironic laugh went roimd the meeting. 

"Why were the Pier Tolls ever abolished?** asked 
Robert Pelham ; " some of the people landing from the 
Margate Belle should never have been allowed to get 
through.*' 

"The Pier Tolls wouldn't have kept them out," said 
Becket, "it's the fundamental idea of excursions that's 
wrong for this town." 

" Hear, hear ! " said one or two voices. 

"Rot ! " cried Lewnes; "if nobody's allowed to come 
into the blooming place, how are we poor tradesmen 
going to make money ? " 

"It's a bad way to make money — throw out the 
sovereigns and fill up with farthings," said Breeds 
unexpectedly. 

Monypenny saw that the case was more dangerous 
than he had anticipated. He must take it in hand at 
once. He stood up, and, according to the long habit of 
years, silence fell upon the meeting. 

" I think you've misconceived the plan," he said, and 
with a nod to Benbow took up his tale. Thank Heaven, 
he still had his power over these Aldermen and Coun- 
cillors of Marlingate. His voice was still the voice of 
the town, and as he spoke he could see the Committee's 
expression change. It was largely a case of personal 
power, for he did not fumble issues in his speech. But 
that terse, unemotional voice had a curious infection of 
enterprise. When he sat down he knew that once more 
the spirit of the assembly had changed, that once more it 
was in bondage to his brain and will. 

There was a moment's silence. Then Becket stood 
up to do his best for the Opposition. Monypenny scarcely 
heard him, for all the time he was thinldng of what migbt 
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have happened if the man to oppose him had heen his 
son. Ted, alone in Marlingate, could have undone his 
father's work, for he alone had his power of words, more 
diffused yet more ardent. Ted's words could have burnt 
up his father's words. But he was far away, and here 
stood poor old Becket, stuttering platitudes. 

The voting came, and was close enough. Breeds and 
the two Pelhams supported Becket, but Cooper had been 
converted, and he, with Lusted, Lewnes, Smith (a new 
man), Benbow, and Monypenny carried the motion 
through. 

§9 

About a week later Fanny had a letter froan Ted. 
His letter to Monypenny had not been answered, and 
now he wrote to his naother, half-pleadingly, half- 
reproachfuUy. He told her that his father-in-law had 
not treated him as harshly as his father. On the con- 
trary, he had been most generous, and was paying his 
premium to the architectural firm of Britton and Giles, at 
whose office in Holborn he was to start work next week. 
This was extraordinarily generous of the old man, as, of 
course, he was not nearly so well off as he used to be. 
He was also continuing Lindsay's dress allowance of 
fifty pounds a year, which, small as it was, made an 
encouraging difference to their income. He said he was 
sorry he could not do more for them, but, of course, he 
was in difficulties himself. . . . 

The implied reproach was not only in Ted's words 
but in Fanny's voice as she read them aloud to her hus- 
band at the breakfast-table. He sat grimly opposite her, 
applying Gladstone's rule of mastication to his bacon 
and eggs. When she had finished reading he picked up 
his paper without a word. 

"Oh, Edward" — she hesitated — "aren't you going to 
say anything? Aren't you going to do anything for 
them?" 

"Why should I do anything?" 

Fanny nearly faded into silence, but her kxve for her 
son gave her still a little substance. 

"Well, he's our boy . . . and! it doesn't look well, 
Becket helping him and us doing nothing." 

S 
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"I see no reason why I should help him in his dis- 
obedience and defiance of my wishes." 

" But if Becket helps him " 

" Becket is a fool ; and as far as I know he did not 
defy Becket, merely deceived him. Besides, I am even 
less able to help him than Becket is— as you know, 
there's a mortgfage on the entire Gun Garden Estate, 
which has to be paid off in three years' time. It would 
grossly incommode me to make even the smallest allow- 
ance, and I don't see why I should put myself out for 
the sake of two obstinate young people who do not con- 
sider me in the least. Let them learn to live on two 
hundred and fifty a year — many a couple has set up on 
less." 

He turned furiously to his paper, and Fanny sub- 
sided. His face was white and his hand shocflc, and 
she feared that he might have another "attack." But his 
anger was not chiefly for Ted and Lindsay, as she 
thought. It was for Marlingate. He saw that once 
again the town had got the better of him, and this time 
it had ix>bbed him of his sOn. Even dying it could slay, 
and in its last struggle it had torn from him the love 
which might one day have been his consolation for the 
love he had lost through its earlier betrayal. In spite 
of his half-jealous, half-contemptuous attitude towards 
Ted, he longed to forgive him, to have him back, to give 
him all the help and sympathy he wanted. But he must 
deny himself — stifle almost the only human emotion he 
had left. For if he had Ted back, Ted could still save 
Marlingate. He must keep him away till its last hope of 
restoration was gone, and he was glad that the demands 
of office life, with the addition of poverty and disgrace, 
would keep the young man out of the town probably for 
some years to come. But it was hard to have to go on 
paying up to the end. 



§ lo 

The Day Excursions measure had been passed through 
the Town Conunittee too late to come Snto operation 
before August. After the Town Committee had approved 
it, it had to pass an "open" meeting of the Town 
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G>unciL But this was an easy matter. The Councillors 
and chief burgesses were warmly in favour of "popu- 
larising" " the town. Those signs of decay which they 
were able to see, they interpreted, under Monypenny's 
direction, as tokens of a general need for "waking up.** 
The Opposition had crumpled altogether. After h5s 
failure in the Town Committee, Becket had lost heart, and 
wiped the dust of Marlingate off his respectable boots. 
He suddenly decided to let his house on the Ck>ney Banks 
for the summer — ^whidh he did with great difficulty and 
at a very low rent to a family of East London Jews, that 
he always felt it on his conscience to have admitted to the 
town^ — and retired to Eaton Square, heavy-hearted and 
disappointed, wlith a few revengeful hopes centred on the 
year 1895, when the Gun Garden mortgage expired. 
Without him Pelham was merely voluble and bewildered, 
and in the Town Council he and Robert both voted for 
the Excursions, which they had voted and spoken against 
in the Committee. This left only Breeds to vote against 
them, which he was much too scared to do. So the 
measure was passed unanimously. 

Monypenny's feelings on Becket's retirement were 
strangely mixed. Of course it was opportune, but 
Becket alone had never been formidable, and now he 
was gone Monypenny realised that, preposterous as it 
might seem, his presence in the town had always given 
him a sort of comfort. In spite of their differences, re- 
inforced on his side by a scarcely veiled contempt, he had 
always felt with this old man the supreme link of a 
memory shared. No one else in Marlingate remembered 
Morgan as he and Becket remembered her, though 
Becket*s memories of her sometimes aroused his de- 
rision, and sometimes his jealousy. Now that the old 
man was gone it was almost as if he had taken some- 
thing of Morgan with him — not her urging spirit, for 
that had always been Monypenny's, but stray fragments 
and scents, that small yet definite part of her which had 
belonged to the house on the Coney Banks and the 
drawing-room of the plush-framed mirrors. 

But if Becket's departure was not a relief it was at 
least a favourable sign. It showed him that the Oppo- 
sition was routed, and Marlingate had lost its last defence. 
It was beaten now, and all that remained for him to do 
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was to oonsolidate and secure his victory. Indeed, the 
Day Excursions seemed to be doing- their work even 
quicker than he had hoped. Every week of that August 
and September rowdy train-loads joif holiday-niakers 
belched out of Station Road and defiled the sanctuaries 
of the Marine Parade and the Town Park. Grenerally they 
behaved decently, and the trail of their presence was 
nothing worse than orang-e-peel and their shrill, happy 
voices. But sometimes there were scandals, which 
borough g-ossip duly magnified. Besides, shrieks and 
orange-peel were enough in themselves to frighten the 
surviving elect among the visitors. One or two un- 
official protests were made to the Town Committee, and 
the Council did their best to suppress rowdyism, but felt 
that it would be neither diplomatic nor generous to close 
the town to trippers. The visitors had long ago 
been filleted of their powerful Hurdicott backbone, 
and since Becket's retirement had been unrepresented 
on the Town Council. Therefore they had small 
means of making their indignation felt, except by 
packing up and going away, which they did in large 
numbers. 

But, as the town was as full as ever, their departure 
did not cause any serious alarm. That summer was 
spoken of as a record season, and St a little surprised the 
borough fathers that none of the Corporation funds 
seemed to have benefited from the crowds — the Aquarium, 
the Pier, and the Marine Hotel were still going down as 
fast as ever, though the latter had lowered its prices and 
took people in at what were practically boarding-house 
terms. 

It was decided to retrench a little during the coming 
winter, and at its September meeting the Town Council 
considered various plans for the turning of the new 
summer boom to its financial advantage. Lewnes aired, 
more openly than he had ever dared before, his long- 
standing grievance against the winter season. What 
was the use, he urged, of wasting the Coloration's 
money on winter attractions? People had given up 
coming to Marlingate in the winter--fashions changed, 
and it was now the fashion to go to the South of France, 
and to Switzerland 

"And Btilverhythe," suggested someone. 
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Bulverfiythe didn't matter — it was only a village, 
'where a few cranks went every winter for their health. 

"The Hurdicotts go there," persisted the voice, which 
was Robert Pelham's. No one ever knew which side the 
Pelhams would take ^t any meeting. They apparently 
suffered from chronic bewilderment, 

Lewnes pointed out that the Hurdicotts were stuffy 
and superior. They wanted a town built for themselves. 
Now this summer had shown them that j>eople like that 
were not the people to cater for. He, personally, would 
never forget that summer — the happy crowds that had 
filled the town and made it look really alive and up-to- 
date. The rather uncertain state of local finances was 
due to the fact that they had not adopted this go-ahead 
programme long ago. The Corporation must now see 
the folly of sacrificing the summer to the winter 
season. They must advertise, advertise, advertise, and 
get people down, and give them something to do when 
they came. He no more than anyone else liked to see 
people sleeping on the beach or on benches on the Parade. 
Now if you had something for them to do or to watch — 
Niggers at the Aquarium, or a Confetti Carnival on the 
Pier. ... 

"Where's the money to come from? " asked Robert 
Pelham querulously. 

"Well, if we didn't waste six or seven hundred pounds 
on a winter orchestra that nobody cares to listen to. . . . " 

Then old Pelham jerked totteringly to his feet. 

" I protest ! " he cried in his cracked old voice. But 
patience was short that afternoon. No one was going to 
listen while the oldest Alderman unfurled his long, flap- 
ping arguments. There were one or two new young men 
on the Town Council, in the place of those who had re- 
signed. These did not know the Marlingate tradition of 
respect for the borough's rhetorician — and for the first 
time in his life Pelham was howled down. 



§ II 

Away in London, among the sooty Georgics of Bruns- 
wick Square, Ted Monypenny gathered up rather 
fumblingly the threads of a new life. He had now been 
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married four months, and was beginning to lose the first 
terrified wonder of experience. The first weeks of his 
marriage had ahnost terrified him with the force of their 
emotion. All his being seemed to be gathered up into 
one close knot of feeling. He had never realised that it 
was possible for the heart of man to feel and hold so 
much. He and Lindsay had met, not as man and woman, 
but as two clouds of passion, melting into each other. 
When he was away from her, in the streets or at Britton 
and Giles's office, her mirage dominated him, scents of 
her rose out of musty books, the sound of her light feet 
came in the tread of boys, her eyes looked at him out of 
other women's faces. When he was with her she was 
never close enough; even when he held her in his arms 
she was not dose enough — she would never be close 
enough till her being was his being . . . possession was 
like the mountain top, always one crest beyond. 

Now his feelings were calmer, and he felt relieved, 
though their calmness came more of their falling back 
tired than of their having fulfilled their quest. As for 
Lindsay, she had always been calm — cool and smooth. 
That flying, slanting look never came into her eyes in 
Brunswick Square. He now saw how like Becket she 
was in many ways. 

They lived simply, but not uncomfortably. Ted's 
efforts at journalism were so far a failure, but their tiny 
income was enough for necessities, and now, thanks to his 
father-in-law's generosity, he had some prospects of a 
career. Britton and Giles were not in a particularly 
flourishing way of business — he could not have paid the 
large premium demanded by a better-class firm — but they 
were sound, and in their office Ted learned to keep and 
check accounts, write reports, make inspections, and the 
rest of architectual routine. 

Early in August Becket came up to London. He was 
tired and depressed, and obviously failing. Ted and 
Lindsay would sometimes go to see him in the evenings, 
and smoke and sew while Becket prosed, telling them oJF 
the early days of his marriage, though they noticed with 
some concern that his two marriages had fused together 
in his mind, ant} his poor Emma changed places indis- 
criminately with his poor Morgan as the heroine of those 
fresh green days when they walked under the trees at 
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Leamington Spa and her little sunshade was hardly 
enough to hide her chin from the sun. 

The shock of his final rupture with Marlingate and 
with Monypenny had much affected him. He missed the 
old ways of the house on the Coney Banks, and he was 
worried about his finances. He had put large sums of 
money into local investments — the Pier, the Aquarium, 
the Marine Hotel, none of which was paying any dividends 
now. It is true that Monypenny paid regularly his in- 
terest on the mortgage, but neither that nor the prospect 
of foreclosure gfave him any real satisfaction. The Gun 
Garden Estate had deteriorated in value like everything 
else in the town, and he had no wish either to have it on 
his hands or to sell it for the sum it was likely to fetch in 
the op>en market. 

Ted was depressed by the news of Marlingate. He 
felt that his father-in-law had put up a poor fig'ht. Yet 
he could not blame him without blaming* himself. He was 
the real defaulter, not poor old Becket — over eighty, 
muddled, impoverished, disappointed, deserted. Ted was 
busy now with competition work, designing" a market-hall 
for Middenchester. But as he worked at this in his 
evening freedom, or occasionally during* spare time at the 
office, he would sometimes find a vision coming between 
him and his elevations, the ghosts of dream-terraces at 
the badk of Marlingate — Monypenny Crescent as he and 
not Lusted would have built it, arching like a rainbow 
across the north of the town, and receiving into its arc 
the rays that streamed from the central sun of Pelham 
Square. So real was this mirage that sometimes he 
almost felt as if the dream must have some substance in 
the town, and that if he were to return he would see the 
gfoodly front ag-es of his own streets — instead of the mixed 
brick and stucco of New Marlingate, representing* the 
schism of Lusted and Figfg, the paltry scrannel of Vidler 
Road, with its ridiculous carriage-drives to mean front 
doors, or Lusted Avenue, drab and semi-detached, or 
Benbow Terrace ending in scaffold poles and a tin 
meeting-house. . . . 

He sometimes upbraided himself for these moments. 
They were a disloyalty to Lindsay. Much as he loved 
Marlingate he could not regret that he had refused to pay 
its price. What was any town of streets, even when 
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vitalised by an artistic and creative impulse, compared to 
a woman of flesh and blood, and the love of her which is 
Art Itself and Creation? If he had chosen Marling^ate 
instead of Lindsay he would have renounced the spiritual 
for the material, heaven for earth, love for dust. So he 
UAd himself . . . yet his dream still rose continually 
between him and his daily bread. 



§ 12 

Winter passed, and spring" came to colour and 
ripen even the Bloomsbury Squares. In the Square 
garden the thick rose and white tapers of the horse- 
chestnut teased young Monyj>enny with a fragmentary 
June — a June that came only in spasmodic moments, 
in a scattering of blossoms, in a whorl of hot, 
golden dust, in a drfip of laburnum througih some 
chink between the houses, in the stuffy scent of 
privet in the sun. And it came most mockingly and 
fragmentarily of all in the painting of the houses, in the 
ladders and the scaffoldings that were put up, in the smell 
of the new paint and its wet gleam. For Ted remem- 
bered the yearly painting of Marlingate — chiefly of the 
white, shining houses on the Marine Parade, but also of 
the ancient woodwork in the High Street and Fish Street, 
and on the Coney Banks, where many a tall black house 
was given its new coat of tar. Of late this vernal rite 
had not been so devoutly celebrated — houses on the 
Marine Parade were allowed to turn grey before white 
paint restored them, which gave a patched and streaky 
look to the line; and on the Coney Banks the big tar 
blisters swelled and even burst before they were healed 
with a new wash ; but there was still plenty of house- 
painting" done here and there, and Ted always connected 
spring with the painters' men in thdr white aprons, 
carrying their splashed boards and buckets, and the rich, 
sickening smell of the wet paint, and the chalk warning 
scrawled on step or pavement. It seemed almost an 
insult that Brunswick Square, or Torrington Square, or 
Russell Square, or Bedford Square, or Montagfu Square, 
should paint itself and gleam and smell like Marlingate. 

In the evening Brunswick Square would sometimes 
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insult him further, for it would drape itself in a dusky 
stillness, in which its Georgian outlines stood grey against 
the pink, Slurred sky, and then it would put on a queer, 
haunting look of Marlingate, with bow windows and 
columned doorways and crinkled roofs. He could hardly 
bear it when it looked like that, and the scent of its 
horse-chestnut trees came to him like the scent of the 
Town Park, and the scent of its new-painted houses like 
the scent of the Marine Parade when the summer season 
was at hand. ... 

He found himself pathetically hungry for news. This 
reached him either through Becket's letters — his frag- 
mentary correspondence with Pelham and Breeds — or from 
Fanny, who occasionally shook into her letters a few stray 
crumbs of borough news, as one who has dined well on 
rising shakes carelessly the crumbs from his lap, not 
realising what these may mean to the dogs who cannot 
eat the children's bread. 

"We had great doings yesterday," she wrote in June; 
"it was the first big excursion of this season, and the 
town was full of people, from Erith I think they came. 
They arrived about eleven, all with buttonholes, and 
walked up and down the Parade singing. Your father 
took me out to see them. Some of the visitors were 
shocked, and would not stay on the Parade while they 
were there. Then they all went and had dinner. Some 
were rich enough to go to the Marine Hotel, and the 
others went to the shops — Sinden's was quite full. They 
ate up nearly everything there was in the town.. After 
dinner some of them got drunk, and they danced in the 
High Street, and some went to sleep on the beach and 
on the benches on the Parade. I believe a good many of 
the visitors do not like it, but they say the town has 
never been so full as it is this year." 

The greater part of her letter was about Monypenny. 
He was not well, and would not take care of himself. 
He had had another sharp attack of fainting, pain, and 
breathlessness, and yet he had insisted on going to a 
Town Council meeting within four days. He was very 
busy now about a Watch Committee he and Pelham 
were setting up — the idea had been started by some- 
thing shocking which had appeared in the Marlingate 
Courier, 
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Ted crumpled the letter, and tossed the ball into the 
fender. He and Lindsay were sitting- at their break- 
fast. 

"What is it, dear?" asked Lindsay smoothly from 
behind the coffee-pot. Ted felt a sudden spasm of annoy- 
ance at the sight of her sleek hair, so carefully brushed, 
with the neat fringe upon her forehead. To match his 
mood she should have been dishevelled, and in protest 
and example he rubbed his own hair violently the wrong- 
way. 

"What's the matter, dear? " she asked, if anything 
a little more evenly. 

"Marlingate — I'm worried about it." 

"Of course — so are we all." 

"You're not." 

Lindsay raised her eyebrows. 

"Of course I am." 

"Damn it! — I tell you you're not." 

Lindsay dropped her napkin in surprise, and stared 
at him. 

"Ted!" 

"I'm sorry — ^but really this sort of thing makes me 
desperate. You don't seem to mind — I believed you enjoy 
this dreadful life." 

"This dreadful life? What do you mean? " 

"Well, is it a life for a man? . . . cut off from the 
work that he ought to be doing, which is being 
smashed to pieces while he's away." 

"Ted, you don't mean to say you're . . . sorry?" 

All her calmness was gone now. She sprang to her 
feet and went up to him, drawing his rough head to her 
shoulder. 

"Of course I don't mean that," he murmured, con- 
trite. "I shall always be glad I married you — always 
glad. But I'm sorry for other things ... I can't help 
it." 

Lindsay did not answer, and he felt her warm mouth 
seeking his own. He turned his head and gave her his 
lips, but all the time that they clung together in that long 
kiss, which had ended, and would end, so many argu- 
ments, he was conscious of a barrier between them, the 
same barrier that was between him and his work — the 
streets of a dream, the breadth of Marlingate. 
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§ 13 

* August lay in a g-olden haze over the sea, in gold 
dust on the streets, in golden clumps of sunflowers and 
dahlias in the gardens. The scent of hops and corn came 
townwards from the weald, sometimes carried in the carts 
that bore the queer names of wealden farms into Mar- 
lingate. Monypenny, walking on the shady side of the 

= street, and using his stick less ornamentally than of old, 
found the town air stifling, and sometimes snuffed im- 
patiently at the country smells. He caught himself in use- 
less longings to follow these carts, out through the 
Warrior's Gate, through the dingy suburban spread of 
New Marlingate, to the "Odiam," or "Worge," or 
"Moon's Green," or "Spell Land " lettered on them. But 

\ the days were gone when he could have walked so far, 
and when he could have walked he had not cared to go. 
He wondered whether, if he had lived in the country his 
life would have been different — whether, for instance, it 
would have been happy. Surely in the country there were 
no hungry ambitions to swallow up a man's soul. Yet he 
could not help feeling that even from Odiam or Spell 
Land he would at last have drifted to Marlingate, for 
without Marlingate he would not have been Monypenny. 

, Marlingate was part of Monypenny, no matter how he 
fought it and hated it — it was part of his being, and he 
was part of its dust. 

His feelings towards it were beginning to be less 
hostile, as a man relents towards a beaten enemy. Mar- 
lingate had betrayed him both as lover and as father — 
he had built it at the price of the woman he loved, he 
had destroyed lit at tihe price of his only son. But he 
had won the battle — he lived' and It was dead. Tamarisk 
Town, which had gleamed like a crystal bowl beside the 
sea, was now a dishonoured vessel, the washpot of trip- 
pers. He had grimed it and cracked it and thrown it 
into the gutter, where it would soon be trodden to pieces. 
His chief hope for the future was 5n Lewnes. He 
trusted Lewnes to carry on his work after he was gone. 
It made him smile ironically to think that he should ever 
live to thank Heaven for Lewnes — he who had always 
despised the Alderman. As a matter of fact, he despised 
him still. Lewnes was Deputy-Mayor that year. 
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"What we want ia this town," said he, "is something 
to make people sit up. They're a sleepy lot, for the most 
part, the High Street people. I'm glad we're getting 
some new blood oo the Council with that young- Ellam. 
Now we ought to go ahead. That's what pays — -to go 
ahead, and move with the times. I've always said that, 
'aven't I?" 

"You have indeed." 

"Now, oome. Mayor, I know you ain't the one for 
throwing bookays ; but tell me, just as an- old friend 
— boys togetlher, we were — haven't I been your right- 
hand man on the Coundl all the way through? I've 
helped you to go ahead when everyone else was for 
hanging back — ^whether it was building the Parade or 
asking Sophia of Worcester down, or having a Pier or 
Day Excursions or anythink. It's always been me that 
have supported you and stuck iby you against Pelham 
or Becket or any such-like old pudcfing-heads." 

Monypenny made him a courtly little bow. 

"I can certainly say, my dear Lewnes, that I could 
never have made tiis town what St is if it had not been 
for you — ^and I look to you to carry on my work after 
I am gone." 

"Oh, don't talk of going. Mayor. You're not going 
to leave us now for a long while yet. Quite a boy, you 
are — only sixty-three. But if ever you got tired of beiner 
Mayor — for everyone knows you're Mayor of this town 
as long as you choose to be— and thought you'd like a 
bit of a rest in the evening of life, wdl then. ..." and 
he blew himself out. 

"When I retire I shall certainly express a wish that 
you may succeed me." 

"That's kind of you, Mayor — ^th^t's friendly. I can 
promise to carry on the work on your lines. After all, 
you've almost done the job. It makes my 'eart proud 
to see Marlingate this summer — so full you could hardly 
squeeze an extra child into St. At one time I thought we 
were going to have things spoiled for us by Becket, and 
— ^you'll pardon me saying so — ^your young man. But now 
Becket 's gone home sulky, and your young gentleman's 
found something better to do. Of course, I'm sorry that's 
happened ; but boys will be boys, and 5t ain't a bad thing 
thati he should go away just when he was b^inning to 
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make mischief. He*ll oome back, never fear, in a more 
sensible and go-ahead frame of nilind. And now we've 
g-ot no Opposition, not that counts. There's only old 
PelJiam, and ten months out of the twelve he don't know 
what he is — -he's getting doddery, poor old chap." 

"I've made him chairman of the Watch Committee. 
That seems in his line, and ought to relieve his feelings 

a bit." 

"Yes; that Courier business upset him and Robert. 
Egad! Benbow was a fool. But now we've started a 
Watch Committee . . . first-class idea of mine, that, 
wasn't it?" 

As a niatter of fact, the idea of a Watch Committee 

had been Monypenny's, but he had managed to let it 

appear as Lewnes's, even to the Alderman himself. He 

had seen how the establishment of a Watch Committee 

would perpetuate the Courier scandal, besides giving 

Marlingate a reputation it had so far done nothing to 

earn. He could hear people talking: **Marlingat&--an 

awful place — ^they've had to set up a Watch Committee 

there — awful state of affairs." So he had suggested 

forming the sub-committee appointed to investigate the 

Benbow outrage into a definite Watch. It consisted of 

Pelham, Cooper, Lewnes and Lusted, and would, he felt 

sure, soon make the name of Marlingate to stink throug*h- 

out the reahn. 

The September of that year was an empty month. As 
soon as the excursions stopped, after the first week, the 
town! had a desolate look, for the visitors survived only 
in casual groups, dotted forlornly about the beach, lurking 
in corners of the Marine Gardens, or scattered sparsely 
over the Parade. There had always been one empty month 
in the year — November, when the last of the summer 
visitors was gone and the first winter patron had not come. 
During November Marlingate had briskly cleaned and pre- 
pared itself, for it knew that there would be no further 
Idsure till November came round again. Even sprSng- 
painting and spring-cleaning could not keep spring visitors 
away. But early in the town's decline November had 
enlarged itself, its femptiness overflowing into October, 
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and at last into December. Then a g'ap appeared in the 
spring season. Mardh became an empty month and 
matched November; and now the void spread up and 
dowti both sides of the year, from September to Christ- 
mas and from February to June. It was even nimoured 
that this year the two convergfing- channels would flow 
tog-ether and wif>e out the winter season. There was to 
be no orchestra, for the Corporation were saving money 
to spend on an even more successful summer. Great 
schemes of advertisement were afoot — at Charing Cross 
and at Victoria hectic posters should call " Come to Sunny 
Marlingate " after Hurdicotts and Papillons and Lincolns 
and Fulleyloves on tJh^ir way to Eastbourne and Brigliton 
and Bulverhytihe. 

Monypenny felt relieved to find peace in the town 
again. The summer had tried him, in spite of its promise, 
and now he was glad to be able to make his way unjostled 
along the pavements, or sit in the Town Park, in the 
misty autumn sunshine, without being forced to contem- 
plate banana skins and sprawling couples. He spent his 
time, on the whole, quietly, for he was very tired. But 
sometimes queer explosions of energy would send him 
walking out of the town. — ^not out to the farms he dreamed 
of, but to places within easier reach^ He visited Old 
Rumble, where the house now stood empty, for the mean 
streets of the Totty Lands had crept up to its park palings, 
forming a new, less picturesque, America Ground, through 
which it was hardly safe to walk alone at niglit. He 
visited the woods where he had gone with Morgan, by 
Harold's Plat and the Rumible Brook. He seemed to see 
himself slinking througlh the trees, the young Monyf>enny, 
leaving his prosperous town behind him, going out to meet 
a love that was the sunshine and colour and secret of the 
woods. ... • 

One day he went westward over Spitalman's Down, 
and, looking towards the sunset, saw 5n the distance how 
the town of Bulverhythe was growing. He could see the 
dim shapes of large buildings, mansions and hotels, the 
spire of a new church, the important outlines of gasworks 
and waterworks. Only thirty years ago, when Marlin- 
gate was in its prime, Bulverhythe had been a quiet little 
village a mile from the sea. Then suddenly lit had stirred, 
the sap of ambition had run into it, and St had grown as 
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far as the beaoh. Large barracks 'had been built near it 
and helped its life— it had spread and flourished and fat- 
tened, and now people, who came to Marlingate no longer, 
went to Bulvenhythe and spoke well of its liveKness and 
fashicHi. 

As he watched it there, melting into the red western 
light, Monypenny felt almost a pang of longing and 
regret — such as many years ago the Mayor of Bdgars- 
wick might have felt when he looked towards Marlin- 
gate. 'Hiere lay the town that was to supplant him, 
the town of the future, the town with all its history 
before it instead of behind. He wondered what the 
Mayor of Bulverhythe felt as he looked at Ms town. It 
was, a fine thing to be Mayor of a thriving town. . . . 
It was a great thing to build a town, to raise a poor 
little village out of obscurity, to drive back the woods 
an<l the sea. 

He turned with a sigh towards the east, from whiich 
the light was fading, leaving a pool of tremulous green 
above All Holland Hill. Half a mJile's walk brought him 
back within sight of Marlingate, and then his mood 
quickly changed. The sunset swam over the town, but 
owing to his position the light did not drink it up, only 
showed it more clearly — ^the lines of its roofs and the 
comers of its streets and the dim green blots of its 
gardens and tamarisks. As he walked down, the slope of 
Cuckoo Hill he could even see the " To Let " boards hang- 
ing like black flags over garden waUs and area railings. 
Under the swimming ISght the streets had a peculiar look 
as of being under water, a town swallowed up by the sea. 
The illusion was increased by the silence in which it lay 
— looking down at it from the hill he had the sensation 
of looking down into a pool of shinSng sea-water, and 
the drowned city at the bottom of it. . . . 

Yes, it was a great thing to build a town, a great 
thing to bring fame and prosperity to an obscure seaside 
village — but it was an even greater thing to destroy a 
town, to bring a thriviing, flourishing watering-place to 
ruin. Any man with wealth and energy and enterprise 
could boom a de<:^nt village into a fashionable resort, but 
one had to be more than wealthy and enterprising to work 
the charm backwards. One had to be damn dever. 

He had been damn dever — ^far more in this than in 
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his first achievement. For he had had no tradition to 
follow, no gospel to preach, no disciples to organise — 
he had had to work silently and secretly, using tendencies, 
snatching opportunities. He had seen the tokens of decay 
in other towns and worked them back to causes ; he had 
taken advantage of tendencies in the Town Council ; and 
he used stalking-horses such as Lewnes and Benbow. 
Attacking Marlingate first through its beauty and select- 
ness, he had worked down to its foundations of prosperity. 
It had been a long and terrible job, and in the process 
of it he had lost all that he had still left to lose — his 
wife, his son, his fortune, his health. But he had avenged 
his love — Marlingate would not live to triumph over that. 
Wounded, bereaved and broken as he was, he had won 
his victory ; for he had Vindicated his manhood in the face 
of the grinding forces of the earth, and had shown him- 
self able to destroy the work of his own hands when that 
work had become vile. 

§ IS 

He was now only a few hundred yards above Gun 
Garden House, but as he turned into the path that led 
down to it he realised that a man was coming towards 
him alcMig the hillside. He walked quickly over the 
uneven ground, and something in his walk was familiar. 
Monypenny stared at him, and blinked ; surely it oouldn*t 
be. 



"fed ! " 



He was utterly surprised, but not mistaken. The 
young man, looking maturer than when he saw him last, 
came up to within a few yards of him and then |>aused 
uncertainly. 

"I thought it was you, sir." 

"What are you dcwng here? " 

"I came down for the day." 

"Oh, Becket, I suppose?" 

"No— he's not here." 

They stood for a moment in silence. Monypenny 's 
heart was beating very fast. He had not seen his son 
for nearly eighteen months, and his feelings were a 
mixture of joy and amazement and suspicion. What 
game was the boy up to? Did he unagine that the 
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Opposition was not dead? A coild breeze came rustling 
up from the sea. Monypenny shivered, and turned up 
his coat-collar. 

"I m.ustn't keep you," said Ted. 

"Have you been to Gun Garden House? " 

"No." 

"Then what on earth are you here for? " 

"Oh, Tve been looking- about." 

"In Marlingate?" 

"Yes." 

"Well, what d'you think of it? " He could not resist 
the taunt. 

Ted did not answer. 

"But I fail to see," continued Monypenny, "why you 
should want to look about Marlingate. You haven't, I 
gather, over much free time, or even much free cash . . . 
and I thought you'd given up the place." 

"I can't give it up." 

The voice came dully and sadly, with almost a ring of 
protest in St. Monypenny looked quickly at his son. 

"So it's got you too?" 

Ted did not grasp his meaning. 

"It got me once," continued his father, rubbing his 
hands together, "but it had to let me go." 

"I wish it would let me go," said Ted drearily. "I 
can't give myself up to new things when I want the old 
things so much." 

"Won't the new things take its place? You've got 
ai career . . . and a wife." 

"I was keen on being an architect only so that I 
could build up Marlingate, There's no good my design- 
ing beastly market-halls for places I don't care tuppence 
about, or public baths for holes I've never heard of, or 
houses for some upstart manufacturing place — houses 
that'll be black before they've been up a year. That's 
the kind of thing I'm doing now, and am likely to do all 
my life. I tell you all I want is to rebuild Marlingate — 
pull down that mess over there" — ^waving his hand to- 
wards the new town — "and build streets and houses 
worthy of the old place and the streets that Pigg built. 
But I've no chance of doing that now , . . you'd see me 
damned first." 

" Is your wife here? " 

T 
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"No — ^it wasn't worth it. I'd the afternoon off, so 
thougfht I'd just run down for a few hours by the two- 
thirty train." 

He looked at Monypenny rather defensively. He felt 
that his father was pryingf for some sig^ of failure in his 
marriagfe. 

"She isn't interested in Marlingate?" 

"Yes — of oourse she is. But there's no use dragging 
her down here, especially after the way her father's been 
treated." 

Monypenny did not speak for a moment. He was 
asking himself a question- — he had tried to ask it of 
Ted, but he saw the boy was far too loyal to 
answer. His look softened almost to pity, and he sur- 
prised his son by patting him on the shoiilder. 

"Take my advice, lad, and don't think any more of 
Marlingate. You can't do anything for it ; all the 
king's horses and all the king's men can't built it up — 



now." 



Ted stared at him in surprise. 

" Then you do acknowledge that the place is in a bad 
way?" 

"Ortainly." 

"Oh, my God ! If only you'd seen it before. . . ." 

"I saw it all the time." 

"What do you mean?" 

" Half an hour ago I was at the other side of the hill, 
looking at BulveHiythe, and I realised how much more 
difficult it is to destroy a town than to bu51d it." 

" I don't know what you're talking about. All I know 
is that if I'd made such a mess of things as you have, 
sir, I shouldn't be so — -so infernally complacent about it." 

Monypenny felt his* anger rising against Ted's ignor- 
ance. 

"You don't know what I'm talking about, or what 
you're talking about either. I tell you it's a big thing 
to have smashed up a place like Marlingate. You could 
build it easy enough — ^you're probablv right there — but 
you couldn't destroy 5t, as I've done." 

"My dear father, I fail to understand you. You've 
mismanaged and muddled one of the finest towns in 
England, so that at last even, you have to acknowledge 
it's ruined. I don't know whether I ought to speak to 
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you like this; but I must say that if I'd made the mess 
of thing's you have Td be humbled to the dust." 

"Not if you'd done it on purpose." 

Ted g'aped. 

"If aS this had been done by accident — ^by -mismanage- 
ment and miscalculation — then there 'd be some cause to 
be ashamed. But as it has been worked out as carefully 
as the buiilding" was — thought out, worked out, planned, 
strug^gled for — my God ! how I've foug-ht the place! — I 
tell you it's something- to be proud of, not ashamed." 

Ted was speechless, but Monypenny's confidence grew, 
and he found a queer relief in it. He had never told any- 
one before of his plans to ruin Marlingate, but Ted was 
worthy to hear them, for he was one of the few who had 
seen that the place was ruined — a great many, in spite 
of omens, believed that Marlingate had never been more 
prosperous than it was now. 

"I've been at it for nearly twenty-five years, prac- 
tically your lifetime. It was on the day you were bom 
that I made up my mind) to do it. On that day I saw 
that the only way to save myself was by vengeance. 
Never mind w*hat it was for. I swore that day that I'd 
smash up the place— I'd make it a third-rate, decayed 
sort of hole — ^like Belgarswick. And I've done it. You 
tried to stop me — but I tripped you up in the rope I'd 
fallen over myself, and I bundled you out. Now Marlin- 
gate's lost — ruined. There's no good your trying to put 
it together again after I'm gone. You can't — I've smashed 
it beyond any chance of that." 

He looked at his son, wondering what he would see on 
his face — rage, disappointment, horror, or, perhaps, even 
admiration. He saw none of these, but, instead, a look 
which he could not read. 

The boy came close to hiim and gently laSd his hand on 
his shoulder. 

" Don't talk like that. Father — and don't worry. Don't 
let's talk any more about Marlingate. I'm sorry I've been 
such a plague to you." 

He thought his father was mad. Nothing else could 
account for what he had just heard. The muddle and ruin 
of Marlingate, and his own financial implication, had 
affected his brain and inspired him with this monstrous, 
megalomaniacal delusion. There was someth'ing infinitely 
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pathetic in this shaky, proud old man, whose mind had 
been so cruelly scarred in the battle he had lost. He looked 
smitten in the body, too. His skin showed unhealthily 
yellow against his white hair and whiskers, and he stooped 
badly, who used to be so erect. The hand on his stick 
was an old man's hand with blue, knotted veins. 

" Father, please forgive me for having hurt you." 

" It's easy enough to forgive you now you've lost and 
I've won." 

"Don't . . . please. Don't let's talk of Marlingate 
any more. I'm sorry I've worried you and crossed your 
wishes. Now let's leave it alone." 

"Will you come home with me and see your mother? " 

" I can't now. I must catch the seven o'clock train 
back. But I'll come down another day with Lindsay and 
see you both." 

"You ain't particularly happy, are you? " 

"Of course I am." 

Monypenny said nothing. Standing there on the hill 
beside his son, he was asking himself if it were possible 
that this boy, too, had made the wrong dhoice. Morgan's 
husband would not have run back for craving glances at 
Marlingate, so why should Lindsay's? It would be a 
dreadful thing if here beside the man who had mistakenly 
renounced 'Ms love for his town should stand the man who 
had mistakenly renounced his town for his love. Did life 
never bless? 

The fiery sunset had swung- down into the sea; a 
crimson lig*ht stroked All Holland Hill, and wandered 
over the roofs of Marlingate. For a moment the town 
was like a burning pyre, then dusky purples smoked it, 
and it smouldered into grey. It Lay a heap of ashes 
between the hills, waiting for the night. 



CHAPTER IV 

RECONCILIATION 
§ I 

That November Monypenny was again elected Mayor. 
He was anxious now to keep in office till his death. He 
diid not expect to live much longer — he had suffered from 
one or two recurrences of his illness, and he detected 
a forced note in Dr. Cooper *s optimism. 

"Bah! You may live to be ninety," saidi the doctor 
alderman, with a punch at his patient *s ribs, too obviously 
careful to be encouraging. 

"Thanks. I'd raSier not," said Monypenny. Another 
year or two was all he wanted. 

That year was his sixteenth year in office, and a record 
in Marlingate — indeed, in other towns. Monypenny found 
his photograph in the Daily Graphic^ and another paper 
spoke of him as the "grand old man" of Marlingate. 
Locally the occasion was celebrated by a banquet given 
him at the Maidenhood by his Aldermen and Councillors 
and the most prominent townspeople. He was popular 
in the town, in spite of his formal manner, which grew, 
if anything, more stiff and starched with the years. The 
banquet was almost a banquet of old times. Robin Huss 
appeared in all his glory, and the tradesmen and inn- 
keepers and local investors he had put on the road to 
ruin drank his health with hearty clappings and shouts. 
The aged Pelham rose with a spilling glass in his shaky 
hand, to strew the last flowers of speech in his seedy 
old garden at the feet of "dir esteemed Mayor and 
fellow-townsman, our worshipful— er — er. ..." 

For some reason Monypenny felt a lump rise in his 
throat during Pelham's speech. Pelham was a relic of 
the old days, a memory almost as old as his first ambi- 
tion. When he spoke it was as the voice of the old 
Marlingate speaking, the Marlingate he had loved, 
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whose ghost lived still Sn crooked ways and weather- 
stung' old bouses — haunting* Zuiiel Place and Tamarisk 
Row and Harpsidiord House and the old red houses at 
the foot oi the Coney Banks — the Marlingate he had not 
built and did not want to destroy. Old Pelham droned 
on, then sat down amidst the respectful applause of old 
LfCwnes, old Lusted, old Benbow and other contem- 
poraries, and the profane sniggers of Mark Boas the 
Town Clerk, and tiie other young" men on the Council. 
Then Monypenny stood up--<>ld Monypenny. 

His voice came more harshly nowadays, with a 
hoarse, grating sound, and in the characteristic pauses 
and breaks of his delivery he sometimes coug"hed and 
cleared his throat. But every word he salid was strong 
and clear, and had all the strength and deamess of his 
brain behind St. He stooped a little — more than usual 
to-day with the weight of his Mayoral chain — but his 
figure was commanding, though he did not wear his 
robes of office, merely a tigtotly buttoned frock-coat, grey 
trousers, and a collar with sosuing* wings each side of his 
long chin. 

He gave the Corporation's plans for the next sum- 
mer season. The borough fathers had, in their wisdom, 
decided to put all their strengfth and credit into the 
summer. For that reason the winter orchestra had been 
aboHshed, saving the town many hundreds of pounds. 
The money could be spent on a record summer splash 
— record advertisements, record excursions, a municipal 
band, confetti f^tes, carnivals and other entertainments. 
Marlingate should show itself as capable as other towns 
of moving with the times. 

While he spoke he noticed that some of the young 
men were sniggering- at him, as they had snigg-ered at 
Pelham. He did not mind; he only thoug'ht how fitted 
they were tb carry on his work after he was gone. Young 
idiots — ^let *em grin. They could never build a town, still 
less knock it down. In his heart he mocked the young 
men. 

That winter was the quietest Marfingate had ever 
known. The dim, white, gleaming days succeeded one 
another like pearls on a string. The sun hung- a pale 
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disk over a channel veiled in torn silver webs, and in 
the short, misty twilight Marlingate shone like a pewter 
town besiide a pewter sea. No more strident tones came 
from it to break the peace ; all the summer it had rioted 
and shouted, and now it lay tired and still, its colours 
drained out of it, its streets empty and silent, its parks 
and gardens sc^gy and brined with the deposit of the 
sea-mist, which ate away its stucco, and toned its paint 
into dim, neutral sea-colours which were also the colours 
of rots and mosses and soils. 

On the Marine Parade the bandstand stood empty. 
It rose an empty boss off the wet gleaming slabs of port- 
land stone, and round it were the empty iron seats (such 
as could not, like the deck chairs, be packed up and put 
away). Sometimes When the weather was less still, and 
the brooding fogs ceased to flatten and smooth the sea, 
there would be strange music there. The wind would 
fiddld^rough lits ai'ches, and the drums of the sea thud 
th^ir rumbling accompaniment against its foundations. 
The wind' skimmed and danced along the battered fa9ade 
of the Marine houses, calling queer notes and hummings 
out of their columns and pediments . . . then it was as 
if the ghost of Mamma in her paisley <sihawl sat between 
her genteel daughters on the empty seat and listened to 
the orchestra of wind and sea. 

Monypenny sometimes listened to it, alone on the 
empty, wet i>arade. At dusk the place was always for- 
saken, for the few visitors had mostly come for the sake 
of their health, and thougli they would spend the day 
enjoying the dhn, sweet sunshine which was the one gift 
Monypenny could not take from Marlingate, they seldom 
ventured out of their lodgings after dark. 

Occasionally in these twilight prowlings he would 
catch -queer glimpses of beauty and dignity in the ugli- 
ness he had created. Walking home from the Parade, 
up the Hig^ Street, he would see the hideous stucco 
houses piling on the hill-slopes like the tiers of some 
huge amphitheatre. On the left the Coney Banks would 
rise from the gnarled houses at thdir roots to the houses 
of Lewnes and Lusted — on the right Mount Idle still 
showed under the stars the gleam of its ancient white- 
ness. Houses and chimneys and roofs, dredged of all 
colour by the night, silted up towards the Totty Lands 
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and the iborror of New Marlingate — purged by the star- 
light into something mysterious and majestic It was all 
like some great arena — ^vast, towering, looming, its very 
ugliness giving it a queer sort of dignity. Above it the 
stars winked on the dark zenith, and at the bottom, of it 
was he, the man who had made it, looking up at those 
great stars as from the bottom of a well. 

§ 3 

Ted Monypenny had availed himself only perfunctorily 
of his father *s permission to visit Gun Garden House. 
The scarcity of time and money, and a decided unwilling- 
ness on Lindsay *s part, had reinforced a definite reluctance 
of his own. He could not bear the siight of Marlingate 
dropping contentedly into squalor — -the cheapness and 
ugliness of the new building, the debasing of the old 
aesthetic and' social ideals, the scrubblness of the winter 
season, all combined to depress him. 

He brought Lindsay down at the beginning of January, 
but the visit was not a great success. Ted found his sur- 
roundings even drearier than in September, and though 
Lindsay did her best to be agreeable she could not thaw 
completely, while Monypenny 's attitude towards her was 
strangely defensive. Ted managed to avoid a solitary 
interview with his father, but he spoke to his mother 
rather seriously about him. Fanny shed a few tears over 
her husband's physical condition, but when her son went 
forward to impeach his mind she could not follow. 

"Your faflier always had a wonderful brain," she 
insisted — " sometimes he*s so clever that he quite frightens 
me. I can't keep up with him ... I lose the thread." 

" But when I saw him in September it struck me that 
he — er — ^that 'he suffered from delusions." 

"Oh, no, my dear, Tm sure he doesn't. He never had 
a delusion in his life. It's wonderful how clearly he sees 
things." 

Ted did not press the matter further. He went back 
to London profoundly saddened. Even his official recon- 
ciliation with his family did not comfort him much. He 
could never go back to Marlingate as a son, for with, the 
town itself he could never be reconciled. He had forsaken 
it in its hour of need, and now it was too late to retrieve 
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his desertion. In his absence the whole Opposition had 
crumbled and the place had settled down into decay. At 
present only a few clear-sigfhted people saw the ruin, but 
the time would come when the downfall of Marlingate 
would be an open shame. Then probably Lewnes and 
Lusted and all the rest of that beastly lot would turn on 
the proud old Mayor and rend him. ** O my God ! " 
thought Ted — "I wish I could get him out of this ! " 

§ 4 

Early Sn March Monypenny heard from his son that 
Beoket was very ill. He had had a kind of stroke, and 
though he 'had made a partial recovery his condition was 
serious. The doctor had ordered sea air, and as the 
tenants had left the Coney Banks house, and there was 
no immediate prospect of another let, he and Lindsay 
would go down to Marlingate for a few weeks. Ted 
himself could not leave town, except perhaps for .an 
occasional week-end. 

Monypenny suspected a separation that was only half 
unwilling — reading the dim signs and tokens of his son's 
life in the light that had been given him on his two visits 
to Marlingate. He saw a gradual disillusion, feeding on 
regret and self-reproach, and now expressing litself fin 
circumstances. The passionate love Which had made Ted 
renounce his ambition for Lindsay's sake would never 
have allowed her to go from him like this. Some other 
refuge could have been found for Becket — after all, there 
were poor Emma's sons and daughters, and he need not 
have taken poor Morgan's girl from her husband to be 
his nurse. It was not likely that there had been any open 
break between Ted and Lindsay — ^probablv, Sndeed, there 
had been no Snward acknowledgment of division — ^but 
Monypenny could tell from his own experience the relief 
of dropping the outward symbolism of love, of bringing 
the body into the solitude that the heart has long ago 
created. Ted would be happier than he had been for 
many weeks, alone in the smutty Georgian rooms in 
Brunswick Square, no longer forced to the expression of 
what he did not feel, the flesh sharing the celibacy of 
the spirit — ^and he had not been married two years. 
Towards Becket, Monypenny's feelings were of pure 
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exasperation. He had grown more irascible of late years 
— it was one of the ways in whioh he s^howed theiir 
advance; Fanny complained of it in secret to Sue, and 
Bateson — West's inadequate successor — periodically in- 
formed the servants' hall that the governor was a oner 
to lose his wool. The sight of Becket maddened him, 
and the sight of Becket was a common ane that spring 
— an old man being" wheeled up and down the Marine 
Parade in a bath-chair, his elegant, imapproachable 
daughter walking beside him. Monypenny would give 
them a cold, formal bow, to which Lindsay would reply 
with a sligfht inclination of her head, Becket made no 
reply, for his head was permanently fixed over one 
shoulder as if he were eternally on the verge of looking 
round at something behind — and nothing very pleasant, 
to judge by the confused, uneasy expression on his face. 
Monypenny hated him — the old image ! trundUing up and 
down the Marine Parade that his long-lost money had 
built, at ooce grovelling and flaunting in his ruin. 

§ 5 

Monypenny prided himself that he neither flaunted 
nor grovelled, though his financial condition was con- 
siderably worse than Becket 's. He had not been so well 
off to start with, and was even tighter coiled in the 
town's disasters. The Marine Hotel, after a gallant effort 
to carry on over the empty spring-, had at last gone into 
liquidation. The Aquarium threatened to follow, and it 
was proposed to sell it for what it would fetch to an 
Entertainments Syndicate which owned several Casinos 
and Palace Piers on the South Coast. Monypenny was, 
moreover, involved in the New Marlingate enterprise, 
which now, like everything* else in the town, was showing 
signs of financial debility. He had contrived so far to 
pay punctually his interest on the Monyp>enny estate mort- 
gage. A certain pride had kept him- to this ; but he now 
saw little prospect of being able to redeem on the date 
fixed in the mortgage deed. He would either have to 
raise a further equitable mortgage <m the estate or let 
Becket foreclose and sue him on the covenant. He in- 
clined towards the latter course, his only fear being that 
Becket would indulge a sentimental mercy on account of 
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his poor dear Morgan having once "thought a lot" of 
his debtor. . . . 

In May a few timid visitors began to trickle down, 
but soon fled in boredom from the pleasureless place, 
with the empty windows of the Marine Hotel staring 
gauntly down at the Parade. In June the town looked 
more animated. Excursionists began to arrive, and at 
least brought colour and noise. A brass band, engaged 
by the Corporation, started its duties in the bandstand, 
and the Aquarium was occupied by a dramatic company. 
A series of confetti f^tes was organised on the Pier, 
and quite half the Apartment cards vanished from the 
windows. 

"What I can't understand," said Lusted to Lewnes, 
"is why, with the place filling up like this, things donH 
pay better." Lusted was in the central toils of the Bray- 
brook Farm Estate Syndicate, which in spite of the 
crowds that filled the town was staggering in a perplexity 
of empty houses and falling rents. 

"Only temporary, my dear chap, only temporary," 
said Lewnes-. "Things often go down like that for a 
year or two for no particular reason. But we're going 
the right way to send 'em up again. This is going to 
be a record year for Marlingate." Lewnes had fewer 
financial anxieties than any man in the town. In the 
days of the boom on local investments he had had very 
little capital — he had spent most of his profits on his 
business, and now was planning the transfer of his Em- 
porium to the Marine Parade, which with its gape of 
empty premises could no longer afford to maintain the 
ban on shops. 

Old Becket continued to trundle up and down, his bath- 
chair dodging its way between the trippers with their 
linked arms and changed hats. His intercourse with 
Mony penny was still limited to a frieid bow from the 
latter. He had indeed once called at the familiar house 
on the Coney Banks, but on being told that Becket was 
out had rightly or wrongly put this down to a wish to 
deny himself on the merchant's part, and had merely taken 
it as an added cause of offence. He was not well 
pleased when, early in July, he had a letter from Ted 
urging him to go and see his father-in-law. 

"I know that you are not on good terms. Cut in the 



3o8 Tamarisk Town 

circumstances I feel it would be better if either you 
ignored him altogether or else ignored the quarrel. I 
am writing" because I hear from Lindsay that the poor old 
gentleman is getting quite upset about the way you bow 
to him on the Parade. All this is hateful, and I know 
it is largely my doing, but St seems hard that my wife, 
and poor old Mr. Becket, who is in possession of all his 
faculties, should suffer for my fault. That's why Vm 
writing to ask you to bury the hatdiet — you've buried 
the blade, I know,* by having Lindsay and me to Gun 
Garden House, but the handle still shows above ground. 
Please, Father, go to see old Becket — ^and ask Lindsay 
to come and see you and my Mother." 

Monypenny resented the tone of the letter. 

"The young jackanapes ! Does he think I've got time 
to run round bowing and scraping to all his seedy rela- 
tions? And as for asking the girl to come here, I'm not 
going to be despised in my own house by a New Woman. 
That's what she is, that girl ! she's a New Woman — and 
treats me as if I was mud. Confound her ! " 

However, in spite of his blustering, he thought a good 
deal of Ted's words. After all, it would not be un- 
dignified to have better relations with his own daughter- 
in-law and hei^ father. He need not be friendly ; merely 
civil. The boy must have been worried, or he would not 
have written like that — ^and he did not want to add to 
Ted's worries . . . for Ted's sake he would, he told 
himself, endure Lindsay's uppishness and Becket's even 
less tolerable degradation. 

So on a July morning of salt-smelling heat Monypenny 
set out for the Coney Banks. He found Becket at home, 
for in the hot weather he (did not go out till after tea, 
preferring to sit in the drawing-room, with its cool east- 
ward look to All Holland Hill. He was half-lying in an 
arm-chair, which, when the visitor came in, had to be re- 
arranged so that Monypenny could sit on his rig^t. Ever 
since his stroke the merchant's head had been permanently 
turned away from the things on his left. 

Lindsay moved and settled her father, and was civil 
enough, though also plain in her intention of leaving the 
room. Monvpenny did not like this — ^for some vague 
reason he did not want to be left alone with Becket— 
and was very nearly affable in his efforts to make her 
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stay. But Lindsay murmured some smooth remarks 
about "helping cook with the jam," and went out — 
probably, he reflected, more set above herself than ever by 
his obvious wish for her company. 

Left alone with the merchant, he made some efforts at 
conversation. 

"The weather seems to have settled down to be fine." 
"It's very hot." 

Becket's voice was not so clear as it used to be, and 
his tongue seemed to have grown larger. It showed a 
little between his teeth. 

"I expect you find it trying," continued Monypenny. 
"It's very hot," repeated Becket. 
Monypenny decided not to stay more than a few 
minutes. The sight of the old man depressed him. It 
made him think of his own ag'e, though he was nearly 
twenty years younger. It made him think, too, of the old 
days, when Becket had been his companion and hench- 
man, the second in Marlingate. This was the man who 
had been so pompous at the opening ball at the Assembly 
Room, so impressive at the opening of the Town Park. . . . 
"I'm sorry to see you looking so j>oorly," he said. 
I'm very well," said Becket. 

But I dare say you still feel a bit low after your 
illness." 

"I feel very well." 

"Then you don't look it," said Monypenny, ruffled by 
the old fellow's antagonism. 

"I'm very well — ^very well indeed. Quite got over my 
illness." 

It struck Monypenny that Becket was trying to be 
dignified, and his irritation died into pity. 
" Are you here for a long stay ? " 
"Dunno. Till I let the house." 
"The town is beginning to fill up." 
" With rubbish — not the sort of people that 'ud take a 
good house like this." 

Monypenny 's anger rose ag^ain. He considered 
Becket's behaviour most unseemly — 'he had no right to 
take this tone with him when he had sacrificed his pride 
to pay a visit of reconciliation. 

"Don't let us discuss Marlingate, Mr. Becket, as it 
still seems to be a matter of contention between us." 
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**Of course it is I Where are my dividends? " 

Monypenny drew himself up. 

"What am I to leave my poor children when I'm 
gone?" continued Becket in a rush — "they'll be ruined 
and done for. So will you. You're beginning to look 
shabby already . . . old coat." 

Monypenny was annoyed that Becket should criticise 
his coat, which was certainly a little shiny at the seams. 

"My coat's good enough," he growled. " I didn't put 
on my best one to come here." 

Becket 's eyes were beginning to bulge ; he was grow- 
ing more and more angry, and Monypenny was growing 
more and more angry with him. He was angry with Ted, 
too, for urging him into this abominable visit, which had 
failed lamentably as a visit of peace. Becket had com- 
pletely changed from hi^ usual plaintive sentimentality — 
probably his illness was responsible for the extreme irrita- 
tion into which he had been so easily roused. None the 
less, Monypenny felt annoyed at the sight of his foolish, 
apoplectic wrath, and for a moment the two men sat 
glaring at each other, Monypenny, lean and haggard, his 
face falling away like a cliff from cavernous eyes, Becket 
stout and purple, his face bloating up round his eyesy 
which seemed to be trying to start out of it. 

"Thank God my poor wife isn't alive. It's dreadful to 
think I should ever thank God for that — ^but I'm glad 
she's been spared all this misery." 

Monypenny was too disgusted to si>eak. He sat 
watching a dark and curiously twisted vein rising cm 
Becket's forehead, and apparently trying to race his eyes 
out of his head. 

"My poor Morgan," continued Becket — "it 'ud have 
broken her heart to see me like this" — ("You said a 
minute aeo that you were perfectly well," thought Mony- 
penny) — and you come to despise me in my trouble. 
She wouldn't have let you despise me." 

" My God, sir ! " cried Mo-nypenny, jumping to his 
feet, "is this my reward for trying to be friendly?" 

"Who asked you to be friendly? Where are my 
dividends? I tell you you're insulting me . . . mocking 
me. . . . Thank God I'll be going to her soon — she's 
waiting for me . . . my poor Morgan. 

"She wasn't yours — ^sEe was mine.' 
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Anger and disgust fired the words out of him. The 
next m-inute he would have had them unsaid, but he 
realised curiously that Becket had not taken in their 
significance. This swung him back into the vioknt mood, 
and he repeated them. 

"She wasn't yours — she was mine." 

Still Becket did not seem to understand, and Mony- 
penny's anger blazed out at him, consuming every im- 
pulse of pity or reluctance. Why should this old fool die 
in the belief that he possessed Morgan le Fay? When he 
was dead he would soon find out his mistake ... he 
would see then that though he was to lie beside her in her 
g'rave she did not belong to him, but to the man who had 
not found his rest. Often during her life he had lain 
down beside her in smug confidence that she belonged to 
him, not thinking of the man who waited alone outside the 
house ; he should not so lie down in death. . . . 

**I loved her, and she loved me." 

Becket gave a queer spluttering sound. 

"She loved me — and she's waiting for me now. 
There's no good your dying and going to her. She 
doesn't want you — she's waiting for me." 

" You liar ! " 

Monypenny realised half incredulously that Becket did 
not believe him. His anger was for the affront to his 
wife, not for his own shame. Becket was a fool. 

"I'm telling you the truth — for the first time in your 
life. Morgan loved me. " 

*^I don't believe you. How could she have loved you? 
She was my wife/' 

He delivered this argument with almost a shout of 
triumph. Then suddenly his expression changed. The vein 
on his forehead seemed to have beaten his eyes in the race. 
It suffused . . . spread . . . his face became purple. 

"Tsch— tsch— tsch." 

His mouth opened, closed, twisted ; then his whole bulk 
seemed to collapse. Monyp>enny was frightened. What 
had he said to Morgan's husband? . . . who had been 
so kind to her. . . . Becket began to snore. 

" Hi !— girl ! Lindsay ! " 

He had pulled open the door and was shouting over 
the banisters. Lindsay came running up. She gave one . 
terrified look at Becket. 
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"He's had another stroke. YouVe been exciting him 
— go and fetch a doctor." 

** Why did you kave me alone with him ? " 

"Fetch the doctor," she repeated, her voice rising 
hysterically on the last syllable. 

He went out, down the flights of the narrow house, 
and out of the front door. Then he remembered that he 
had forgotten his hat, and went back for it, taking it 
mechanically off its peg. 

"Shabby, I suppose he'd call it," he said to himself. 

Luckily he found Dr. Cooper's victoria waiting out- 
side Midlothian, and help was soon sent up the Coney 
Banks to Becket's house. Monypenny did not go back — 
feeling badly shaken, he started on his way hcwne. 

As he walked down the narrow, clanking passage to 
the High Street he had a queer illusion. Between the 
high, shadowed walls of the houses he could see the street 
at the bottom of the steps, glaring with sunshine ; and it 
seemed to him as if men and women went to and fro as 
in the days of Marlingate's glory, the mei^ in plaid 
trousers and white top-hats, the women in crinolines and 
paisley shawls — ^they carried little sunshades in red and 
blue and green. He stared, and at the same time knew 
that he did not really see them. 

At the bottom of the steps they faded. There was 
only the sunshine left, and a baker's boy speaking to a 
dog. Monypenny stood leaning against the hot, sun- 
baked wall of the house, breathing heavily. The air was 
lull of a dragging, stuffy scent of privet and horse-chest- 
nut bloom ... he felt faint 

Then suddenly he saw the baker's boy looking at him. 
He was a boy who had just come into the town from a 
distant village, and did not recognise the Mayor. 

"Here . . . boy ..." he said faintly, "help me 
home. " 

"Where do you live? " asked the boy. "I've got my 
round." 

"Gun Garden House — quite near." 

"Hook on to my arm, then, and go steady." The boy 
thought that perhaps this tall, shaky old man had been 
drinking. 

Monypenny preferred, on account of his height, to lean 
on his shoulder. So the baker's boy helped him home. 
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§6 

Becket lingfered unconscious a few days and then died, 
and Mony penny was well enough to come to his funeral. 
It was a municipal affair, attended in state by a forgiving 
Mayor and Corporation. Death, the commonest thing in 
life, had as usual failed to inspire the ordinary contempt 
for common things, and had put the borough into an 
attitude of gaping respect, even for the old obstructionist. 
Marlingate whispered and wondered, as if this had been 
the only man who had ever seen death. 

•The service was read in St. Nicholas Church, which 
the Rev. Somerville Hunt had now left some years for 
his place outside it. His successor knew little about 
Becket, or indeed about Marlingate, which he saw ' as 
nothing more than a rather dingy setting to St. Nicholas 
Church. Afterwards, by the graveside, the common 
people nudged and whisi>ered, asking each other behind 
their hats who Becket was. "Old chap who lost his 
money in the town" — ^^" Local investments" — "Never in- 
vest your money locally, old boy "... "Almighty God, 
with whom the souls of the faithful, after they are de- 
livered from the burden of the flesh, are in joy and 
felicity. ..." 

Old Monypenny stood stiff and erect beside the grave, 
watching old Becket lie down beside Morgan le Fay in 
his last mockery of possession. His children and succeed- 
ing" generations would read his tombstone and know him 
as Morgan's husband, while the man who had been her 
love and life slept far away, beside another woman. No 
one would ever know that Morgan had been his. Even 
Becket had not known it, in spite of the horror of that 
last meeting. He had died exulting in the thought of 
his possession, in the fact that Morgan le Fay had been 
his in the eyes of the law and of society, his covenanted 
property, no matter what preposterous title-deeds deluded 
and jealous claimants might bring forward. A little of 
Becket 's triumph seemed to hang over his grave, from 
which seemed to come the echo of his last triumphant 
words : ^^She was my wife.*' 

All his children were there — ^Arthur, James, Charlotte, 
and Louisa — middle-aged and unrecognisable as the little 
people in Highland suits and long, frilled drawers who, 
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with their wild governess, had once plagued young Many- 
penny. There stood Lindsay, cold and smooth and 
elegant, a little of the New Woman even at the grave- 
side, and close to her stood Ted, the prodigal h<Mne on 
sufferance, looking tired and ashamed. Poor boy!— 
betrayed by his dreams just as his father had b^n 
betrayed . . . Monypenny watched him sorrowfully. He 
guessed now that he was in the stupor which had muffled 
his own faculties before they found the way to liberty 
through vengeance. By vengeance he had purged his 
soul of its error, but what could this boy do ? He was too 
weak for vengeance; besides, he had no town to wreak it 
on— only a woman. 

Monypenny wondered if nothing could be done to save 
him, if he must' tread his path of disillusion to the end. 
Certainly there was only one person who could save him, 
and that was Lindsay. But she was not likely to do so. 
Monypenny watched her as she stood beside her husband. 
The girl was stupid, complacent . . . and yet she had 
worked the spell which all the magic of Morgan Ic Fay 
had been unable to accomplish. She had snatched the 
town's prey out of its teeth. However, what did that 
matter since she did not know what to do with her man 
now she had got him? Lindsay was a fool — ^like Becket. 
There was no use looking to her for Ted's salvation. She 
was merely an instance <rf the stupid and the commonplace 
succeeding where the fine, the free, the noble had failed. 

That afternoon he shut himself up in his study and 
thought of his son. He had not tried to speak to him 
after the funeral, and the whole Becket family had gone 
home to hear the reading of the will. Monypenny won* 
dered a little what Becket had been able to do for Ted 
and Lindsay — ^probably not much, in spite of his affection 
for poor dear Morgan's child. It struck him, with a 
pleasant tickle of irony, that the best thing they could 
hope for was the Gun Garden mortgage — at least, the 
interest on that was regularly paid. But that, he reflected, 
would most likely go to Arthur, the eldest son, and Ted 
and Lindsay would have to make shift with Becket's other 
investments in Marlingate^-which would be very like 
leaving them a treasure at the bottom of the sea. 

If only Ted could put his hands on a little ready money, 
thought his father sadly, he could leave his dreary 
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Lonckwi bondage, which was eating his soul, and try his 
luck in a new country. In a flash this appeared to hini as 
the boy*s only chance. If he left England he would be 
definitely free of Marlingate, which was already beginning 
to draw him back from the short distance he had run. 
If he went out to a new country, America or Australia, 
where new towns were building, he might be able to re- 
construct his ambition, and in the strength of that re- 
dedicate his love. . . . But there*d be no good selling 
himself up and emigrating. For all his ardours, Ted was 
not the stuff adventurers are niade of. He would need to 
set up in business over there — he had already passed the 
Preliminary and Intermediary examinations of the 
R.I.B.A. — and it would be an excellent thing if he could 
go into partnership with some rising man. Bah ! what 
w^as the use of thinking of it? All Ted would get would 
be, at most, a fifth part of Becket's paltry estate, all 
knotted up with every complication of Marlingate finance. 
Monypenny leaned back in liis chair and stared out at 
the drooping trees of the Town Park. Shrill sounds of 
coquetry came from its seclusion, and then were suddenly 
drowned as the band began to bray a selection from 
The Shop Girl. What a damned noise ! — It interrupted 
his train of thought. He had been thinking. . . . 
Oh, yes, if only Ted could lay his hands on some capital 
and set up as an architect in some new place overseas — 
Well, why shouldn't his father help him? Becket could 
do nothing, but Monypenny still had it in his power to 
raise the wind. After all, he owed it to the boy — he had 
brought him into the world (a fact which never failed to 
overwhelm him with a sense of shamefaced responsibility), 
and he had done nothing for him during his two years of 
marriage. Let Tiim help him now. 

It is true that he could not write him out a cheque 
for a few thousand pounds — but there were other ways. 
He could mortgage Gun Garden House — ^that ought to 
fetch something ; he might even have a bill of sale on the 
furniture . . . there were all sorts of ways open to a man 
who will face risks. What did it matter if he died im- 
poverished and burdened with debts? He need not think 
of Fanny — she had her uncle Vidler's money. The only 
person he had to think of was Ted-^how to save him from 
the inaction and disillusion which were destroying him. 
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Even at that moment a little of the old jealousy re- 
vived. If he helped Ted reinstate his ambition he felt 
sure that it would lead to a renewal of his love. His love 
was failing him merely because the other things of life 
had failed, and Lindsay was not large enough to be a 
man's all, as her mother could so easily and so satisfy- 
ingly have been. When once Ted had found himself in 
his career he would once more find himself in his love. 
Could Monypenny bear it? Could he bear to think of 
these two children triumphing at last where their parents 
had failed? He groaned when he thought that it might 
have been for him and Morgan to go to a new country 
and re-state his ambition in the light of a love compared 
to which the love of Ted and Lindsay was but cloud. . . . 
Then he thought that even worse than to see his son 
enjoying all he Had lost would be to see him broken as 
he was broken. ... Perhaps, after all, the best monu- 
ment he could raise to himself and Morgan was not the 
ruin of the town which had parted them, but their love 
living again in their children, liberated and vindicated. 

There was a curious pricking at the back of his eyes, 
as if the dried well of his tears was finding its spring 
again. It seemed to him then as if the spirit of Morgan 
le Fay pleaded with him for their children, begging him 
to make His last sacrifice, for their ransom from the fate 
which had divided their parents, and was now threatening 
to divide them as surely. After all, what did it matter 
that they were so different from their parents that their 
love hardly seemed, to his passionate memory, to be love 
at all. It was with them, as it had been with himself 
and Morgan, the fullest expression of their being, and if 
it alone could not satisfy his son, that was because, in 
the paradox of things, ambition and not love had been 
the core of his sensuous, dreamy nature, while all the 
hardness of his father's heart had been built up round the 
fiery passion which had at last consumed it. 

With his ambition set free from the weight of the dead 
Marlingate, Ted's love would also be set free, and in the 
new country the new town and the new love could exist 
together in an agreement which the old town and the old 
love had never known and could never know. Far away 
in California or New South Wales there might some day 
be. a new Marlingate. . . . For a moment Monypenny 
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seemed to see it, under the thick blue skies of Capricorn, 
washed by Pacific seas, white and shining, like crystal — 
the town that could never quite be . . . 

But perhaps it could be — for the young Monypenny ; 
his dreams were not the same as the old Monypenny 's, 
always hanging unseizable before him on the edge of 
nothingness. They could be held and realised — they were 
small enough for a man's hands to shape them, just as 
the daughter of Morgan le Fay was tame enough for a 
man's arms to hold. 



§ 7 

The next morning he set out for the house on the 
Coney Banks. During the night he had made up his mind 
on yet another point, and that was to lay his plan first 
before Lindsay. After all, the boy's liberation must come 
to him through his wife, and if Lindsay set herself against 
the scheme all its chances were spoilt. He hoped that she 
would not oppose it, though, he told himself impatiently, 
it was quite possible that she would not see its urgency. 
She was complacent and sleek as a cat — ^would she realise 
that her husband's world was wrecked, and that he must 
build a new one? He shrank a little from the task of con- 
vincing her— ^he wondered whether he would be tortured 
most by her likeness to her mother or by her unlikeness, 
by her calm self-satisfaction, her capable stupidity, or by 
those errant flashes of lightness, those occasional lifts of 
manner, which marked her as the daughter of Morgan le 
Fay. 

When he entered the drawing-room he found her 
sjnoking ; this gave him an introductory sense of outrage, 
though she threw away the cigarette and made some half 
apology- — she was not New Woman enough to dare 
custom so far. He had asked for Mrs. Monypenny, but 
Lindsay thought the servant had made a mistake. 

"Ted's gone to the statk>n to see off Louisa and 
James — ^the others left last night." 

"I don^t want to see Ted," said Monypenny — "I came 
to see you." 

She looked surprised. 

"I want to speak to you about Ted." 

Lindsay sat down and raised her eyebrows a little. 
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What could Monypenny have to say to her about Ted? 
What did he know about him ? 

"The boy's in trouble." 

She gave him an acute, half-angry look. She disliked 
him, both for his behaviour to Ted and his behaviour to 
her father. She considered that he was to blame for 
Becket's second stroke — he must have irritated the old 
man. However, for Ted sake's she would not actually be 
rude to him, so she merely said : 

"What makes you think that? " 

"Well, it*s natural for him to be in trouble, isn't it? 
This unfortunate death " 



"You know you don't mean that.** 

" Does it leave you any better off ? ** he asked abruptly. 

Lindsay stiffened. 

**You Iiad better ask Ted." 

"I prefer to ask you.' 

Really the old man was impossible, but she controlled 
herself with an effort — not invisible. 

"You ought to know that my poor father wasn't in a 
position to do much for us.** 

"Why not? He might have left you the Gun Garden 
nK>rtgage — it would have bK>ught you in a few hundred a 
year, or you could have foreclosed, and found yourself 
the owner of a promising estate** — and Monypenny 
grinned. 

"That goes to James " — after all he had a right to 
know who was to hold the mortgage. Probably that was 
what he had come after. 

"Ah . . . I gather the rest of the property was in a 
bit of a muddle — local investments and suchlike. There 
are the two houses . . . but the lease of this one is nearly 
up. 

" Really I think you had better see Ted." 

"I don't want to see him till I've laid my plans before 
you. As I've told you already, the boy is in trouble, and 
one of the causes of his trouble is poverty. I wanted to 
know if he'd be likely to get enough out of Becket's estate 
to take him abroad, and get him into partnership with 
some good man out in Queensland or California. I gather 
from what you say that this is impossible; therefore I 
myself am willing to advance the money." 

Lindsay sat and stared at him. He had made his 
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speech with some of the quaint formality which used to 
characterise him in the days— rthey seemed far off and 
impossible now — when she had looked upon him as her 
most distinguished partner at Marlingate dances. 

** Go abroad ! — cleave Eng^land ! But he's never con- 
templated such a thing. Why should he? " 

"Because, as far as I can see, it's his only chance of 
being able to make anything of his life and his career — 
to say nothing of his marriage." 

He spoke loudly, almost shouted at her, because her 
assurance was maddening-. She drew herself up. 

"What do you mean?" 

"You know perfectly well. Even you must see a little 
of what he is suffering." 

"I fail to understand you." 

Her chin was. lifted, and her half -closed eyes gazed at 
him with a kind of insolence. He lost his self-command, 
all his dry formality — he felt he must smash \hat casing 
of Becket stupidity in which she had shut up the spirit of 
Morgan le Fay. If only he could find that spirit he might 
be able to save his son. He rose out of his chair and 
came towards her. 

"Lindsay, you know Ted is in trouble. Don't pre- 
tend you don't just to baffle me. I know you hate mc, 
but you love Ted, and for his sake you must listen to 
someone else who loves him." 

He had come quite ck>se to her, stooping- over her as 
she sat on the sofa, and in a sudden recoil she thrust out 
her arm to keep him away, as if she feared some physical 
violence. Her complacency broke. 

"How dare you say you love him — after the way 
you've treated him? You've been hideously cruel and 
unjust to him. You've been a perfect brute to us all." 

"That's right — speak out at me. I want to hear you 
speak out. Then I can spe^ik out. I can't argue with 
you when you sit there before me like a crab, all claws and 
shell. You're Ted's wife, or else I wouldn't trouble about 
you. Because you're his wife you can save him. You 
must take him right away, out of this country, away 
from this wretched town, to a place where he can make a 
fresh start. I'll find the money, and he can set himself up 
over there, and make himself a career, and build a new 
town if he likes. The rest is in your hands." 
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"Tm glad you think I can do something," she drove 
at him. 

**Yes — or, as I said before, I shouldn't trouble about 
you. He belongs to you now, not to me, and I can't 
help him unless you'll help me. 1 want you to persuade 
him to go — that's why 1 came to you. If I'd gone to 
him first you might have spoiled the whole thing by 
opposing it. You can still twist him about." 

"Why should I do anything to help you? YouVe been 
against me all along — and now you're being' unpardonably 
rude." 

"I'm not asking you to help me — I'm asking you to 
help him. You love him, don't you? " 

She turned red. 

"Yes — and he loves you. But your k>ve is being 
spcMled because it won't hold all he's trying to put into 
it. You see, he wants so much — so much more than you. 
No, I'm not bdng rude again; I'm only trying to explain 
things to you. The more a man wants a woman the more 
he wants to have more than just herself; but a woman 
never understands that. She always thinks she can fill 
a man's life, take the place of his career, self-respect, 
ambition, anything else he may happen to want that isn't 
her. Why, even your mother " 

"What about my mother?" 

"Wasn't quite everything to your father, I suppose." 

" I don't see what that's got to do with it. Still, I 
don't mind owning to you that I think Ted wants a change 
of some sort — some new interests. LxMidon doesn't suit 
hina — he wants sea air. But why can't you set him up 
somewhere in England ? Why do you waat us to cut all 
our ties and go half across the world ? " 

"Because, for one thing, England's an old country, 
all built over, and no place for a struggling architect. 
For another, I want him to get away from Marlingate." 

"But we'd never dream of settling down in Marlin- 
gate." 

"No— but anywhere in England would be too close 
to Marlingate for Ted. The town's got him." 

"What do you mean?" She remembered uneasily 
some doubts her husband had confided to her nearly a 
year ago as to his father's sanity. 

"As long as he's within reach of Marlingate he'll 
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always be hankerings after it and scheming for it — though 
even if I died to-morrow it would be too late for him to 
undo my work." 

Lindsay's uneasiness grew. 

"Don't let's talk about Marlingate," she said nerv- 
ously. "Perhaps it's best, as you say, for Ted to make 
a fresh start in a new cjountry. After all, there aren't 
many openings for an ambitious man over here. " 

"You're quite right. But probably it'll take some 
persuasion to make (him go. He won^t like taking money 
from me, for one thing ; but you'll have to get him over 
that." 

"We'll take it as a loan, of course." 

"Just as you like — ^as long as you make him agree." 

"You seem anxious to see the last of us." A little 
of her anger revived as pity and fear abated. 

"You can imagine how anxious I am to see the last 
of my only son, now my old age is beginning and probably 
my death is not far off. " 

Lindsay was vexed wSth herself because she felt re- 
buked. But she told herself that it was his manner more 
than his words. The poor old chap, wlho used to be so 
fine, was breaking up. He had now gone back to hSs 
chair, and sat with his hands folded on 'his knees in a 
tired attitude uncommon to him. 

"But he must go away," he insisted; "it's his only 
chance. You know he's in trouble — ^you see it yourself 
and you worry over it in secret, though you're too proud 
to tell me. Very well, his salvation rests with you, and 
you're your mother's daughter." 

"That's the second time you've spoken of my mother. 
Did you know her well? " 

"I should never dare say that." 
People tell me I'm very like her." 
Be assured — ^you are not in the least like her. But 
I think there's enough of her in you to save my goo. 
Good-bye." 

He stood up and held out hSs hand. Lindsay put her 
own into it, feeling rather at a loss. 

"I'll speak to Ted, and hear what he has to say to 
5t." 

"Thank you." 

He would not let her come to the front door with him, 
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but she heard him go down the stairs and then down the 
asphalt walk to the gate. A minute or two later she 
heard his feet on the Coney Bank stqps, solemnly clanking 
down into the town. His footsteps struck a hollow sound 
out of the tall houses — dank, clank, clank, they went, 
growing gradually fainter, and as they died away she 
found herself listening for them wSth an unaccountable 
sense of longing and regret. . . . 

§ 8 

They were silent now — ^the world seemed to hang 
empty, and she stood in a sort of despair. She rated 
herself for a fool, and yet she could not shake off that 
peculiar feeling as of a thing ended. . . . Then suddenly 
her heart leapt, for feet sounded again on the Coney Bank 
steps, drawing nearer. Perhaps it was Ted coming home 
— it might be anyone — no one — yes, it was Ted. She 
saw Mm now, coming round the comer by Midlothian. 
She waved to him out of the window, then ran down to 
the hall door to meet him. 

**Oh, Ted, I'm so glad you've come back ! " 
He was surprised. It was a long time since his inter- 
course with Lindsay had been ruffled by any expressed 
emotion. 

" What is it, old girl ? Been feeling lonely ? " 
"No — I've had your father here. Only I'm so glad 
you've come back. Oh, Ted. ..." 

She held out her arms, and as she did so that strange, 
laughing, enticing look came into her eyes as it had not 
come since their marriage. Her face was lit up with 
that queer, flying gleam, like sunshine in wind, and his 
heart melted suddenly. With a little tender noise in his 
throat, he clasped her to him, caressing her in happiness 
and love and reconciliation. The door slammed behind 
theftn, shutting out the aching noon, and the town that 
had divided them. 

§ 9 

A little to Lindsay's surprise, Ted grasped almost 

eagerly at his father's offer. For a long time he had 

been feeling himself bound to a dead thing, the priest 

of a rejected sacrifice, and he saw in this new beginning 
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his ODly chance of escape from a sterile bondage of 
regrets. Some months ago it had struck him that the 
best thing he could do was to emigrate, but he had been 
hampered by the claims of Becket and by his own reluct- 
ance to take lindsaiy into the poverty of a strange land. 
Now both his hindrances were removed. 

"Egad ! It*s infernally generous of the old man," he 
said to his w'lfe. 

"I think he wants to get rid of us," said Lindsay. 

"Very likely — still, he could have done it cheaper. I 
wonder how he's got the money — he must have been hit 
as well as your father — I hardly like to take it from him." 

"We can pay it back. Besides, I really consider he 
owes us something. He's done nothing for us up till 
now, remember." 

"I don't think we can claim anything. We married 
against his wishes." 

"Yes, that's true. But do you know that he spoke 
rather nicely this morning about our marriage? He — 

he ^" She hesitated. ** He seemed to understand more 

than I ever thought he would." 

" Hang it all, Lindsay ! He's been jolly decent." 

"Yes, I suppose he has — ^but I can't quite forgive him, 
all the same. The way he's treated you — and my poor 
old father- " 

"I agree that there he befhaved unpardonably. But 
I'm sorry for hhn, you know — he's in a bad way . . . 
breaking up." 

" I'm afraid so. He talked a little to me as he talked 
to you — that time you told me of — making out he'd ruined 
Marlingate." 

"He has ruined it — but he wants us to believe he's 
done it on purpose." 

"Perhaps it's only bluff — he doesn't want us to think 
him a bungler." 

Ted shook his head. 

"It's not bluff — his mind's gone on that point; the 
worry, and all that, has driven him quite off his hook. 
Otherwise he's perfectly rational, I should say. But I'm 
damned sorry for him — ^boxed up with that monstrous 
idea." • 

" It is monstrous ! " 

That evening Ted went up to see his father at Gun 
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Garden House, and spent some hours shut up with him 
in his study. Mor^ypenny was not so surprised as Lindr 
say at his son's persuasion. He knew what desperate 
roads a man will take to liberty ; and, after all, this 
road he opened to Ted was wider and smoother than 
any his own feet had trodden. He wondered a little 
why life seemed so willing to forgive this boy and to 
take him back into favour, while he himself had found 
no place of repentance, though he sought it carefully 
with tears. ... 

Ted went back to Lindsay feeling happier and more 
hopeful than he had felt for long months. It is true that 
the new Marlingate which his father spoke of would never 
be the same as the old — nothing would be able to give 
back to young Monypenny all the joy he used to feel in 
the old red streets, that sense of ancient mystery whidi 
used to inspire his most modem musings. But this sub- 
stitute which his father offered was now the only possible 
hope. At least, once more he had ambition, and ambition 
seemed to pour like a mighty wind into his love, turning 
the sails of that nvysterious mill which had so long flopped 
in the calms of his disappointment and stagnation. Once 
more the bread of life was to be ground. 

The next day he took Lindsay back to London, but 
only till he had finished his time at Britton and Giles. He 
would be out of his articles in September, and it was settled 
that in the same month he should start for Los Angeles. 
This destination was fixed on after much discussion and 
correspondence, and finally some consultations between 
Monypenny and a son of Lusted 's who had emiigrated to 
the States twenty years ago and had set up as a builder 
in Sacramento. He came home that summer to see his 
old parents, and told wonderful tales of the growing West, 
of the mushroom towns that shot up their palaces on the 
Pacific coast. If young Monypenny wanted an opening, 
there it was — ^he could give him an introduction to a rising 
chap in Bennetville, fifty miles north of Los Angeles. 
Gosh ! he'd be planning cities in a few years* time — the 
architects couldn't work quick enough for the builders. 
And they had taste, too, those Yanks — ^nothing but white 
palaces behind groves of palm trees . . . not the mess 
poor old Pa makes down here and calls Building Houses. 
Monypenny 's eyes gleamed at the thought of a Marine 
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Parade built of white palaces behind a grove of palm 

Ted and Lindsay spent their last days in England at 
Gun Garden House. Here Lindsay did her unsuccessful 
best to be cx>rdial to her father-in-law, while Ted made 
his farewells local and personal. Their hearts belonged 
already to the future. Even Ted's was beginning to lose 
its response to the soiled beauties of Marlingate — and 
when at last the slow South Eastern train dragged out 
of the station, he almost felt as if he was leaving just a 
common, unprosperous seaside town, an illusion which 
had tried to liold him, but had failed, tearing only a 
piiece off his garment. 

§ 10 

Marlingate was beginning to empty itself. The 
visitors, mostly office men with their families, or trades- 
men and small professionals with only a few weeks to 
spare, had gone back to the desks and the counters which 
never let them stop away very long.' However, the season 
was not quite over, for one or two big excursions were 
due before the end of the month. The first of them was 
fixed for the next day, when a large firm of tin-box makers 
was sending do^n two train-loads of its employes for 
their annual beano. 

These people came early in the morning; they must 
have left their beds at four to have arrived in Marlingate 
before seven. While breakfast was in progress at Gun 
Garden House a few of them straggled up past the win- 
dows, seeking the shade of the Town Park. These were 
mostly women, already tired after their long, dose-packed 
journey, and untempted by the public-house in Station 
Road or by the remoter signs of the New Moon and 
the Maidenhood. 

It was a hot, hazy September day, and there was a 
smell of corn-dust in the town, for the faint wind that 
occasionally moved the heavy, wilted foliage of the Town 
Park blew from inland, bringing scents of dusty lanes 
and stripping hop-bines. The sea smell scarcely came 
further inshore than the Parade, where the sun baked 
and blistered the seats and the peeling paint on the houses. 
The trippers lay tc^ther in shoals on the hot shingle, 
languidly making love, or throwing stones into the sca» 
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or listening to the tired singing of a troup of minstrels 
which had lingered cm after the usual visitors were gone 
in the hopes of some pickings from these droves that still 
occasionally stampeded the town. Others sat and lolled 
and slept on the seats, others lay and ate plums and 
bananas in the Town Park, others swung up and down 
the Parade, or up and down the High Street, their arms 
linked and their hats on their ears, singing "Daisy, 
Daisy," **Ta-ra-ra-boomKie-ay," and "The Man who 
Btx>ke the Bank at Monte Carlo.'* 

These were the typical activities of a typical crowd, 
driving the stray, scared nursemaids off the beach, and 
even out of the refuges of the Marine Gardens. But 
to-day the heat aggravated the brutalities of the type, 
for heat was the generator both of ill-humour and thirst. 
The public-houses were soon full— each opened bar door 
showed a tight padcing of backs. Drink sometimes led 
to sleep, but most often to more drink. 

That morning Monypenny, as it rarely happened, took 
Fanny for an airing. The old couple passed down the 
High Street, he in his staid morning clothes, she in a 
jetted bonnet and cape and leaning on his arm. 
"The town looks very full to-day my love." 
"Yes — ^there's an excursion from Erith." 
"They seem rather an inferior class of people." 
"They are factory hands, and naturally a bit rough." 
"'Ullo, old boy! Where did you get that *at? *' a 
voice called up to the pavement from the furrow of the 
street. 

"Don't you think it*s rather a pity to let such people 
into the town?" said Fanny, wincing. "Mrs. Bowerman 
was saying only the other day that she doesn't like the 
thought of leaving her nurse and children alone here, as 
she usually does when she goes back to London." 
"My dear, I know what Tm doing," 
"Of course, my love," said Fanny mildly. 
Monypenny took her into the pastrycook's at the 
corner of the High Street, and they each had a biscuit 
and a glass of sherry, as their custom was when out 
together. The place was now crowded with trippers, 
stuffing themselves with food and shouting at one another. 
Fanny and Monypenny could not even keep their table 
to themselves ; two girls with big feathered hats sat down 
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with them, and plagued them with giggling impertinen- 
cies. Then a woman at a table near them was sick, and 
they had to go out, for Fanny was quite upset. As for 
Monypenny, he was most unreasonably furious at all 
this rowdiness and indecorum. He forgot that it was 
merely the result of his own long scheming, and becaine 
irritable and abusive during his progress up the High 
Street, whidh, outside the Maidenhood, was blocked with 
drunken crowds trying to get into the bar. 

"Confound you ! Let me pass ! " he said, raising his 
stick, while Fanny clung trembling to his arm. 

One man grew threatening at this demeanour and 
squared his fists right up to the stern, unterrified old 
face. Fanny screamed, but someone more good natured 
in the crowd cried : • 

" 'Ere, boys, mike room fer Gawd Awmighty's brother 
'Oracc," and with loud shrieks of laughter and derision 
the wedge of drinkers and quarrellers split, and the old 
pair waUced through. 

§ II 

There was to be a> Town Council meeting that after- 
noon, and soon after luncheon Monypenny had to go 
back to the High Street, where he found the uproar worse 
than ever. There were not enough public-houses in 
Marlingate to accommodate this enorn[K>us crowd, which 
was larMly made up of habitual drinkers and of those 
made thirsty by the weather. Only a limited proportion 
of it could squeeze into the bars, and while the few stood 
and drank, the m^ny tried to force their way in and 
turn out the few. When one man, disgusted and stifled, 
came elbowing his way out, a dozen fought to take his 
place, and there was a series of rushes from the street. 
Moreover, the bored loungers on the be^ch and the 
parade heard that there was a shindy in the High Street, 
and, seeking diversion, rolled up in their dozens and 
took sides out of sheer animal love of fighting. The 
result was that at one time Monypenny thought he would 
never reach the Town Hall. The Maidenhocd was nearly 
opposite it, and as he drew near he heard the shivering 
music of broken glass. Then a great yell went up from 
the crowd.* The Maidenhood was throwing out its 
drunks. Then another yell arose — the Maidenhood was 
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putting up its shutters. There was a rush towards the 
entrance, men were swept oflF the high pavement into 
the street, where th^ fell on those struggling beneath; 
there were loud screams and curses, more blows, more 
broken glass — ^but in the ebbing of the tide Monypenny 
was able to slither ungracefully into his Town Hall. 

Upstairs in the Ck)uncil Chamber he found a knock- 
kneed Pelham, supported by his son Robert, engaged 
in a fantasia on the word " shocking. " They seemed to 
have lost all other powers of speech. Two minutes later 
Lewnes joined them, his face red and damp and the hairs 
that were usually trained across his crown hanging limply 
on his collar. Then Mark Boas, the Town Clerk, came 
in with a large cake of dirt flattened between his 
shoulders. 

"What's to be done?" cried Lewnes, throwing him- 
self helplessly into the mayoral chair. **Why don't the 
police do something? " 

"They're doing their best," said Boas, "but we 
haven't got enough of 'em." 

"How many of these ruffians are there in the town?" 

"Perhaps a thousand." 

"Who the devil allowed them to swamp us like this? 
Who let 'em come?" 

Nobody spoke. Then Boas mentioned that a proper 
application had been received from Turner Brothers 
through the South Eastern Railway, and had been agreed 
to by the Town Committee. 

"But we never bargained for this gang. Why doesn't 
the railway take them back again? When are they due 
to leave? " 

"They're supposed to leave in two special trains 
starting at eight and at eight-fifteen." 

"I'll telephone to the police station," said Mony- 
penny. 

TTie Town Hall had recently been equipped with , a 
telephone, and the Chief Inspector of Marlingate Poli6c 
was soon an indistinct member of the discussion. He 
would do his best. He would send two mounted men. 
He had recommended all the public-houses to close. 

"Two mounted men! A lot of good they'll do!" 
groaned Lewnes. 

Better send for the military," said Robert Pelham. 
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"From Bulverhythe?" 

"Yes. They might put the fear of God into these 
beasts. ^ 

"Nonsense!" said Monypcnny briskly; "we haven't 
oome to that yet. They'll stop when they're tired." 

They showed no signs of tiring yet. The High 
Street, with its lofty pavements and troughed roadway, 
made an ideal battle-ground. Soon the pavement was 
being manned by the defenders of the Maidenhood, the 
staff of Tutts, helped by a few fighting citizens, while 
the trippers attacked from the fosse of the street or, 
more dangerously, threw bottles from the pavement 
opposite. Glass was shivering all down the street, and 
the Maidenhood had not a window left. 

The borough fathers stood staring down forlornly at 
their demoniac town, and as they stared were joined by 
Lusted and two younger Councillors, Smith and Ellam. 
The two latter were half inclined to joke, dusting the 
grime of conflict off their clothes, and talking of kicks 
they had given the "beasts." Lusted was literally in 
tears. He stood in a comer of the Council Room and 
sobbed into a torn but cleanly handkerchief. 

"Egad, gentlemen ! We'd better start the meeting," 
said Monypenny, swinging round from the window. " No 
use waiting for anyone else; we're half an hour overdue 
as things are." 

The Town Council was astonished into agreement; it 
shuffled sheepishly into its seats, and sat meekly while 
Mark Boas read the minutes to an accompaniment of 
screams and falling glass. No one listened particularly, 
and before he had finished a stone came spinning through 
the sacred windows of the Town Hall, scattering the 
borough lions and Constans Fidei in- shivers on the floor. 
This broke the spell of Monypenny's eye, and the Town 
Council stampeded. 

" Wh^re are the police? " shrieked Robert Pelham. 

"This is shocking— «truly shocking ! " wailed his father. 

"Send for the military !" cried Robert Pelham. 

" It's your doing ! " shouted Lusted to Lewnes. 

"That's right — ^blame me — blame anybody, so's it's 
not yourself." 

"Gentlemen, gentlemen," said Monypenny — "this is a 
meeting — ^kindly address the chair." 
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"Well, I ask you if it ain't his fault?" cried Lusted 
hysferically. " It's him who was for bringing these people 
down and popperalising the town and all that — ^you 
sc50undrel ! " 

" Order— order ! " 

"Scoundrel yourself. Who built the rotten 'ouses? " 

"Will you address the chair? " 

"Who put the money in his own pocket and never 
invested it and lost it like poor decent people ? '* 

" There is the chair ! " 

** You dirty jerry-builder ! " 

"Chair!" 

"Order! Order!" 

There was now almost as mudi uproar inside the 
Council Chamber as outside it. Lewnes and Lusted were 
being forcibly withheld from jumping at each other's 
throats. Monypenny stood up and uttered words of com- 
mand that were for the first time unheeded. Seeing the 
uselessness of interference he walked over to the window 
and looked out again. 

The fight was as fierce as ever. Two mounted police- 
men were powerless to control it, though they had drawn 
their truncheons, as had also the foot police. More and 
more citizens were being involved. Monypenny saw Hender- 
son, the High Street butcher, backed against the door of 
the Maidenhood, and young Dunk from the Furniture 
Emporium, also a couple of clerks from Lewes Old Bank, 
and others. Only the fishermen kept aloof. There was 
not a single tan fitxk in the crowd. They were probably 
mending their nets on the Stade as peacefully as ever. 

The crashing in of the window next him, with the 
stained-glass effigy of a Tudor Mayor, made Monypenny 
withdraw hastilv into the room. Here he found that the 
battle had subsided, and Lewnes was asking for a glass 
of water. The Town Clerk came up to the Mayor and 
whispered to him, 

"You'd better send for the military. The police can 
do nothing." 

Monypenny hesitated. 

"They'll set the whole place on fire if we don't do 
something," continued Boas. "Look! They've got into 
the Maidenhood ! " 

There was a loud triumphant yell from the street, and 
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the crashing of doors, with some groans and shrieks of 
pain. At the same moment the telephone bell rang. 

It was the chief inspector. They must have help. He 
could do nothing with this mob. Would his worship send 
over to Bulverhythe for the soldiers? — ^just to frighten 
them, you know. Yes, the South-Eastern would under- 
take to remove them after the five-thirty London express 
had gone out. 

He rang off, and Monypenny immediately asked the 
exchange for the barracks at Bulverhythe. Hallo I Yes 
. . . Go-lonel Andrews would send a small detachment? 
. . . oh, quite small . . . more could folk>w? ... he 
hoped it wouldn't be necessary . . . just to frighten them, 
you know. 

§ 12 

The detachment arrived an hour later in charge of an 
officer. It lined up outside the Town Hall, while the 
officer came up to the Council Chamber. During that 
hour a good deal had happened ; the Maidenhood had been 
stormed and taken by the enemy, who were now diversely 
engaged in drinking up its cellars and tearing the tiles off 
its roof. These they flung mostly at the Town Hall, and 
the floor of the Council Chamber was spangled with a 
broken rainbow of coloured glass. The arrival of the 
soldiers put the fear of God into some of the rioters, who 
forthwith returned to the innocence of the Parade, but the 
majority were fired by the courage of the Maidenhood 
cellars, and a good many were unable to fight their way 
out of the mass in which they were wedged. Several of 
those who remained had their passions roused to even 
uglier violence by the sight of the military. Howls, 
groans and curses greeted the soldiers as they filed along 
the Town Hall wall and lined up facing the Maidenhood — 
and a shower of tiles, stones, and bottle-necks crashed 
through the municipal windows, so that when Captain 
Barnes came in he found the borough fathers blotted in 
undignified attitudes in the corners of the room. 

A tall, pale old man came forward, with a manner that 
was still half stately. 

"Captain 5arnes?-»-I am the Mayor." 

'*Good evening, Mayor. You* re having a bit of • a 
picnic in your town," 
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"Tm very sorry to trouble you, Captain, but things 
have got a little out of hand. We have done all we could, 
but were oblig-ed to come to you." 

"Oh, don*t apologise. I hope we'll be able to help 
you. I thought things quieted down a little at the sight 
of us." 

"They seem pretty bad again now." 

"Yes — I'm afraid there's a lot of drink about. How- 
ever, when it actually comes to lifting our rifles " 

**Oh, I don't want you to fire on themu" 

Monypcnny realised that he did not want any murder 
done in his town. 

**I don't suppose it'll come to that — and we'll fire 
over their heads, anyway. But you'll have to read the 
Riot Act first." 

"I see. Give them a chance of dispersing p>eace- 
f uUy ? " 

"Yes. Are many of your own people among them? " 

"I'm afraid so. A lot came out to help Tutt at the 
Maidenhood. " 

"Better not lose any time, your worship," said Boas, 
coming forward. "Read 'em the Act, and then, if they 
won't disperse, leave things to Captain Barnes." 

Monypenny stood uncertainly in the middle of the 
room. He now realised that his whole heart was against 
this. He saw that it would be the crowning work of his 
destruction — "the Marlingate riots." . . . But he could 
not bear the thought of it, and of his share in it. He 
seemed to see himself long years ago, standing on the 
Marine Parade, and looking down on the beach, on all 
the happy, innocent people who were enjoying his town, 
while he beamed down on them with paternal pride. • . . 
And now. . . . Boas wasi bringing up 'his robes of office, 
his scarlet cloak and cocked hat, while someone thrust a 
paper into his hand. He looked at it and saw "Our 
Sovereign Lady the Queen ..." theni a stone crashed 
through the Jubilee window, and the Aldermen and Coun- 
cillors, who had begun to gather round him, scattered 
back into their corners. 

" Where can he read it from ? " asked Captain Barnes. 

The porch' of the Town Hall was between the two 
windows, backed by an enormous effigy of the borough 
arms. It was readied from the s^ide of the rig"ht-hand 
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oriel, and on its balc»ay successful Parliamentary candi- 
dates had often stood in response to cheers. Robert 
Pelhani suggested the porch as more imposing- than the 
window. 

"He'll never be heard from the window," said Boas. 

"The porch is dangerous," said Lewnes. 

"And what about the window?" 

"I'll aococnpany his worship," said Captain Barnes. 

**No, Td rather go alone," Monypwnny broke out of 
a strange spell of diunbness — "I don't want to flourish, 
the military at them. You'd better be down below with 
your men. I'll be all right. They won't try to damage 
me, and if they do it'll be only pot shots — ^just as likely 
to hit you as me," and he tiimedi rather maliciously on 
the Town Council. 

Captain Barnes tried to press his point, backed by 
one or two Coimcillors, but the Mayor was firm, and in 
the end the officer went down to join his men, while 
Monypenny, still strangely reluctant, moved towards the 
win<i>w. 

"Stand back," he said to the Council; "keep away 
from the broken glass." 

He had not mudh need to speak, for Aldermen and 
Councillors were already hugging the remoter wall. 
Only iewnes stood uncertain in th.e middle of the floor. 

"I'm coming with you, Mayor," he said in a quaver- 
ing but resolute voice. 

" Nonsense — stop Where you are. I 'U work 'em better 
alone " — ^and Lewnes fell back, trying not to look 
relieved. 

There was hardly a shiver of glass left in the oriel, 
so Monypenny stepped easily through it, and stood on the 
flat roof of the porch. 

§ 13 

For a moment after he went out there was a lull, 
as if the crowd had been impressed, in spite of itself, 
by the tall old figure in black and scarlet, with its cocked 
hat and Mayoral chain. But the next minute the uproar 
burst out again. Monypenny stood silent, staring down at 
the sea of furious faces, lifted arms, and whirling missiles 
of mud and tiles. Opposite him the Maidenhood roof 
showed its stripped rafters, while a cascade of tiles had 
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^id and been miraculously stopped on the edge of the 
gutter, dripping towards the broken windows and split 
weather-boarding* of the frontage. The rest of the street 
had a dead, barricaded look — the citizens and visitors were 
locked up inside their doors. Below him the beast of the 
crowd writhed and yelled, shooting up queer spines of 
arms anxMig faces ckxse-packed like scales, one here and 
there showing white and bloody iin the midst of the others, 
borne and jostled to and fro in their mass. Its anger 
was aimed no longer at the Maidenhood, but at the Town 
Hall, and the armed force which had been brought to 
withstand it in its lawful battle for its lusts. 

Monyp>enny could not speak for a moment. In his 
ears hummed the words — " M arlingate the Great is fallen, 
is fallen, and has beoome the habitation of devils," and 
then his mood changed, and he seemed to go back to the 
night long ago when he had danced? with Morgan le Fay, 
and afterwards had stood on the steps of the Assembly 
Room, looking down into the empty High Street, 
streamed over with moonlight and gulfed with shadows. 
Somehow that mysterious, moon- wrapped town had been 
the expression of her beauty, just as now its? battered, 
shattering survival was the expression of her wrath. 
He almost laughed as he looked. down on it — Marlingate 
had not known its error on the day it opened its heart 
to receive the bones of Morgaa le Fay. She who had 
been buried in the town's heart had at last broken the 
town's heart. It seemed as if she stood there free, beside 
him, released from the prison he had help>ed her break — 
in poor atonement for his betrayal of her love — from 
which he had delivered not only her, but himself. Side 
by side the free Morgan and the free Monypenny stood 
on the porch of the Town Hall, looking down together on 
the town they had destroyed. . . . 

It was strange that visi6ns should obsess him now, 
with his realities so tangled. He shook them off, and, 
holding up his hand in mute entreaty for silence, began 
to speak. But the shouting continued, and his voice was 
lost in it. No one in the Council Chamber could hear a 
word. 

"Is he reading the Act?" asked Boas. 

"Not yet— I don't think so," said Robert Pelham. 

"He's speaking to 'em first," said Lewnes. 



Reconciliation 335 

"Hc*s appealing to their better feeling^s," whimpered 

old Pelham. 

"He*U have 'em in a minute, see if he don't," said 
Lewnes — "he'll do it with his eye." 

"I wish he'd read the Act," waliled Lusted. 

Crash ! A large tile flung the head of a Carolean 
Mayor in shivers on the Chaniber floor. 

" Damn them I " cried Boas. 

"I'll see if the old chap's all right," said EUam, and, 
greatly daring, he* slipped out from safety to the window. 

"It's all right— ^he's still speaking. Now he's going 
to read the Act. By George ! he's a game old cock." 

"Those beasts 'ull get a few bullets in them soon, let's 
hope," said Boas. 

Mony penny was reading the Riot Act. They could 
liear the words as a sudden, short lull of curiosity fell 
upon the crowd. 

"Our Sovereign Lady the Queen chargeth and com- 
mandeth all persons being assembled immediately to 
disperse themselves and peaceably to depart to their 
habitations or to thdir lawful business, upon the pains 
contained fin the Act made in the first year of King 
George for preventing tumultuous and riotous assem- 
blies. God Save the Queen." 

The last words were lost, as the crowd recovered its 
wrath. Shouts, yells, hisses, hoots, groans, crashes, 
breaking glass . . .every strepitous and murderous noise 
of pandemoniacal possession for a full miinute . . . and 
then suddenly, almost explosively — silence. The silence 
hung terrifyingly for a second or two like the stillness 
after an earthquake, then it seemed to spill and scatter 
itself into a hundred little noises — a murmur of hu-shed 
voices, a shuffle of feet in the roadway, a dull patter and 
hum, a synthetical sound which to the waiting borough 
fathers at last assumed the surprising but unmistakable 
character of a crowd dispersing. 

They're going ! " gasped Lusted. 
He's done it ! " cried Lewnes — "I told you he would. 
He's got power in his eye. He knows how to scare 'em. 
He's a man, I tell you. Oh Lord ! the power of his eye ! " 

" Be quiet ! " cried Boas. " Listen ! Yes, you're right. 
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TheyVe going. Tm sorry they'll miss their punishment, 
though." 

"Oh that man's eye!" chanted Lewnes in rapture. 
"The power of that man's -eye. I've seen it — seen it on 
this Town Council, pulling the guts out of the obstruc- 
tionists, so's they'd show Sieir hands Progressive thoug*h 
they'd talked 'emselves 'oarse fur 'alf an hour before'and. 
Oh, the power of that man's eye ! " 

"We'd better go out to him now," said Ellam. — 
*he's done his job." 

"Maybe he'll be coming in." 

"Not he ! He'll see the street empty first." 

They crowded 5n a body to the window, their boots 
crashing and chinking on the broken glass. Down in the 
street they could see the crowd pouring towards the sea, 
quickly, almost silently, and strangely furtively. The 
soldiers, immediately below against the wall, their rifles 
grounded before them, gazed after them in mingled sur- 
prise and contempt. Then the Town Council looked out 
on the porch. 

M<Miypenny lay across the parapet, his arms dangling 
down towards the street. His cocked hat had fallen over 
one ear, and from under it a small trickle of blood ran 
down to the brighter scarlet of his mayoral robe;. . . . 

Boas and Ellam stoodf wedged in the doorway, while 
the heads of the Council craned over and round their 
shoulders with starting eyes. There was a moment of 
silence, then Ellam, with a curse, sprang out on the 
p>orch, and the others followed — all except old Pelham, 
who feeling unable to negotliate the step from the window 
stood where he was and cried. 

Lewnes was the first to reach Mony penny, and lifted 
him off the parapet. 

" He's dead ! " cried Lusted. 

Boas groped under his clothing for his heart. 

"Take off his chain," said somebody. 

"Give him air,'* cried others; "let him breathe." 

"It's no use," said Boas — "he's gone." 

"Gone!" 

"Yes— hlis heart's quite still." 

"Oh Lord ! " cried Lewnes. "Oh Lord ! " 



END OF PART T\S'0 



EPILOGUE 

MONYPENNY ON THE SHORE 

In August, 1910, when Marlingate was at the height of 
its summer season, Ted Monypenny re-visked the town. 
He came only for a day, running" down from. London, 
where he had left his wife and boy and girl. Lindsay 
did not want, she said, ever to see Marlingate again, 
but Ted had felt the lure of curiosity as well as of courtesy 
and the bondage of old times when he was invited by the 
Mayor, Alderman Ellam, to attend the ceremonial un- 
veiling of hiis father's statue. 

"Your visit to England at this time," wrote his wor- 
ship, "is a fortunate coincidence. We want to make an 
imposing function of the unveiling — such as will attract 
the numerous holiday-makers in our town — and I feel 
that your presence, as; son- of the great man, will add 
much to the dignity and interest of the proceedings." 

Ted had refused the Mayor's invitation, to perform the 
ceremony himself, preferring that it should be done by 
Ellam, as had been the original plan. But he drove with 
the Aldermen and Councillors from the Town Hall to the 
Marine Parade, and stood among them at the foot of the 
draped statue, which had been erected at the west end of 
the Parade, not far from the Marine Gardens. 

The Corporation consisted mostly of men he did not 
know. He recognised Boas, in his clerk's wig, but the 
others were strang'ers. They seemed to be drawn largely 
from the trading class, though he afterwards heard that 
Coundilkw Dwig-ht was a Baptist Minister. The whole 
town wore, to him, an air erf strangeness as he stood 
there on the plinth of the tall statue, with the sAimmer 
sea-wind racing- over him. Surprisingly it had grown — 
all the front of Cuckoo Hill, above the Marine Gardens, 
was ridged with pink rows of little brick houses, ev^idently 
new. The Parade itself looked squalid — ^the big Vic- 
torian houses were in need of paint and repair, their 
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ground floors had been broken up into shops, and several 
of them stood empty. The Marine Hotel bore no traoe oi 
ita old glory, but was sliced into flats, several of which 
were empty to judge by the blank and dirty windows. 
At the corner of the Parade and the High Street, what 
had once been the Assembly Room was now a furniture 
warehouse. 

The crowd that had come to watch the ceremony 
reminded him of the crowds he had known in Marliogate's 
latter days. It was sun-burnt, sweaty, and good- 
humoured, and apparently thought the unveiling of the 
great Mayor's -statue most fitly celebrated by the waving 
of paper streamers and the wearing of false noses. It 
surged round the platform where the Corporadoa stood, 
it chaffed and laughed, and passed ribald remarks on the 
civic vesture, it ate ice-oieam, its babies howled, its 
young men and women flirted noisSly during the Mayor's 
speech. 

'* Ladies and gentlemen ... a very special occasion 
. . . honour to a great man . . . Monypenny of Marlin- 
gate. ..." 

The words reached Ted as he stood dreaming oo the 
threshold of the past, of that mysterious old town which 
he had known as a boy, whose secret ways he had ex- 
plored, whose glories he had passionately dreamed. It 
seemed now almost as if that town had never been, that 
secret, sweet old town — no more than the town of his 
father's great days, Marlingate Sn its glory. Surely 
Marlingate had always been this dheap, third-rate, rather 
soiled resort — there had never been a time when a boy 
had dreamed among the old houses, or a time when beauty 
and gentility and fashion had paced up and down that 
High Street and Marine Parade and danced in that 
Assembly Room. 

''This is the statue of the man who made Marlingate 
what it is . . . the grateful townsfolk who would like to 
immortaJiise his memory . . . the no less appreciative 
visitors who year after year have enjoyed our salubrious 
climate , . . yet I might indeed use the words that were 
used of the great architect of St. Paul's Cathedral, • If 
you want a monument, look round.' . . . Marlingate is 
the monument of this great and noble man, it Ss his life's 
work, and the work for which he gave his ISfe. ... I shall 
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never forget that day . . . perished in the noble discharge 
of his official duty . . • Monypenny of Marlingate . . . 
a household word , . . always remembered with love and 
respect by those privileged to know him . . . my own 
personal privilege of calling him friend. . . .'* 

"He speaks well, don't he," an Alderman wMspered 
to Ted behind his hat. 

Monypenny nodded, though he had heard only a few 
scattered! words, rising up like islands out of the sea of 
his own half-wistful thoughts. The Mayor had finished 
his speech, and proceeded to unveil the statue. The 
crowd had not listened to him in absolute silence — it had 
shuffled and giggled and munched — but now a brief, 
strained quiet hung over it, as the Mayor lifted his hand 
and the voluminous white shroud fell, and Monypenny 
of Marlingate stood carven in granite before the eyes of 
his town. Then a loud cheer went up, not quite, Ted 
susi>ected, without a ring of good-humoured mockery. 
What did this mixed multitude care about a dead and 
gone mayor? 

A few comments drifted up to the official platform — " a 
regular beauty, I don't think " — " Should say he was a 
Sheeney by his nose." 

As a matter of fact the statue — the work of a Mid- 
land artist — was not a bad one. Monypenny was repre- 
sented more than life size, standing in his mayoral robes 
and chain, his cocked hat in his hand, gazing out to sea. 
The sculptor had been particularly successful with the 
face — its peculiar, saturnine cast, the drooping, idealistic 
nose, the melancholy, cavemed eye. The mouth was 
set and grim above the disproportionately long chin, but 
the cariiage was courageous and alert, the whole figure 
suggesting a kind of triumphant expectancy. Ted thought 
it a {^ty that it did not stand facing the town, but looking 
away from it, out to sea. 

On the plinth was carved in gilded letters — " Edward 
Monypenny, 1829-1893, sixteen times Mayor of Marlin- 
gate — the builder of the new town and founder of its 
prosperity — ^who gave his life in the discharge of his 
official duties, September 19th, 1893. Constans Fidei." 

One or two Aldermen made speeches, but the crowd 
had now heard and seen enough of Monypenny, and began 
to disperse to the beach and the gardens and the joy-wheel 
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on the pier. The speechifying- Aldermen addressed mostly 
departing* backs, and about ten minutes later the mayoral 
procession reformed and made its way back to the Town 
Hail. 

"Come in and have a drop of something^," said Ellam 
to Ted as the carriage rocked up the Hig*h Street, with 
the shadows of the two mace-bearers cast into it by the 
southward sun. 

Monypenny could not refuse, and according-ly soon 
found himself upstairs in the Council Chamber, whidi 
had been equip^d with a new set of stained-g-Iass 
windows. 

"Shall I ever forgiet that day?" said EUam, foUowing 
Ted's eyes to the reconstructed Tudor Mayors — ** a sherry 
or a whisky, Mr. Monypenny?" 

"I'll have whisky, thanks. There's only you left, 
isn't there, of the lot that was here when it happened?" 

"Only me and Boas. Smith went up to Wig-an in 
1906. The others are dead, except Robert Pelham, who's 
taken a dislike to the place ever since and lives at East- 
bourne. They were pretty old chap>s at the time, you 
know. Old Lusted, he croaked that very year. Old 
Lewnes, he doddled on a bit, but he never got over it — 
the riot and your father being* found dead like that. It's 
awful to think he was lying there all that time when we 
were in here cheering him for the way he'd settled those 
beasts." 

It was never found out who struck him ? " 
No — couldn't be very well. It wasn't much of an 
injury, you know — ^he died of shock more'n anything 
else. Dr. Cooper said he'd been treating him for heart 
trouble for years, and, of course, the excitement and the 
worry and all that . . . but it was a glorious death." 

Ted did not speak. He stood gazing at the Tudor 
Mayors. '*' 

How are you doing now ? " he asked after a moment. 
In the town d'you mean? Oh, nicely, very nicely; 
you saw what a crowd there was this morning. Well, 
we're full like that pretty well all the summer." 

"Don't get many people in winter, I suppose?" 

"No— we don't expect them. We cater for quite 
another class." 

And you find it pays ? " 
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" Oh, of course times are difficult now — ^you hear the 
same everywhere. People are damned hard to please; 
they want so much and they'll spend so little. Now 
suppose you toddle home with me, and we'll ask the 
wife to give us a cup of tea." 

Ted excused himself desperately. He realised that he 
wanted to spend the rest of hSs time alone. He wanted 
to go over the town and see how much remained of the 
Marlingate he used to know. It was now eigihteen years 
since 1^ had been in England, and between him and his 
memories lay the new. streets of the new town he was 
building out in the new country — "New Marlingate" 
he called it. He would like to go over the old place and 
take some fresh memories of it back with hiim — though 
probably those memories would soon fade out in the keen, 
shining air of Bennetville, Cal., and become dim and 
ghostly, like the old ones. 

He had tea at the pastrycook's at the comer of High 
Street. It was crowded with trippers, eating and talk- 
ing good-humouredly, and keeping the little, tousled 
waitress running to and fro on their errrands. It was a 
happy, cheerful crowd, reckless over its pence, and some- 
how conveyed a factitious impression of prosperity. The 
shop had never been so full in the days when Ted and 
Lindsay had sought adventure in it, but then in those 
days there had been stately revellers at the Marine Hotel, 
and others more humble, but no less substantial, sitting 
down to a good meal of tea and bread and Robin Huss 
at the Maidenhood Inn. 

The. Maidenhood was now only a common public- 
house, and did not provide meals except to a few com- 
mercial gents. The name of Tutt was no longer on lits 
sign — ^the Tutts had migrated to Bulverhythe. Ted's 
inspection of the town revealed nothing that could 
genuinely be called a hotel. There was a couple of board- 
ing houses on the Parade, and when he reached the top 
of High Street he had the shock of his visit. Gun Garden 
House stood, looking rather brown and battered, by the 
Old Warriors' Gate, and swinging out from its porch was 
a s^i^n— "The French Gun." 

Young Moaypenny stood staring at the house where 
he had been born ... he was glad his father had not 
lived to see this — had not lived to make the material 
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expiation of his mistaken policy or to work out the doom 
of his stricken mind. He wondered how k>ng' the house 
had been deg^raded. A policeman was passing*, and he 
questiooed him. 

" How long has it been a pub? Oh, only a couple of 
years. Prynne came here in 1908, and before that the 
house had been empty since *two or 'three. You see, the 
kind of people that can run a house that size don't ccrnie 
to Marlingate — regular barrack it was; so were those 
houses on the Parade, them that are mostly flats and 
apartments now. The bigwigs used to live in them fifty 
years ago, but that kind don't come here now. People 
want small houses, and they're building' 'em over by 
Cuckoo Hill. This house used to belong to old Mr. 
Monypenny — ^the one whose statue they unveiled to-day, 
as I dare say you know. He was mayor here on and 
off for about fifteen years, and built the Parade and the 
new town. But he hadn't enough money left to finish, 
and after his death the estate was sold to some London 
contractors. His wife lived in Benbow Road till she 
died, six or seven years ago, but. she couldn't afford that 
house. It was sold to a man called Painter, from Seven- 
oaks, and a' precious white ellerphant he found it till 
Prynne took it on as a pub. Tliey say it used to be 
an inn a hundred years ago, before it ever was a 
house. Oh, don't mention it, sir. . Very pleased, I'm 



sure." 



Monypenny turned away up the London Road. He 
felt he would like to^see New Marlingate — Becket Grove, 
Pelham Square, Monypenny Crescent, and all the rest of 
his father's soaring and failing* creation. The sight did 
not relieve hSs mood. Figg's fine imaginations in red 
brick and white column ran up into the later atrocities 
of Lusted, and both were mixed up in the rather lame 
experiments of the London contractor, who seemed to 
have lost courage and expressed himself chiefly by large 
weather-stung boards, standing at waste corners and 
advertising building plots on the Braybrook Farm 
Estate. 

He turned away, and going up Becket Grove — in 
which he saw several apartment cardsf-re-entered the 
old town by way of Fish Street. Here he was given a 
certain comfort. The fishing quarter was in most respects 
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quite unchanged. The same red-and-black houses sagged 
their tarred gables over the narrow street, while the nets 
dried on the slopes of All Holland Hill, and the fishermen 
in their tawny smocks loitered in the sunshine outside 
the New Moon or mended their tackle under the black 
towers of the Stade. Here was an aspect of Marlingate 
that had never changed— ^that had always been and prob- 
ably always would be. The town might be the most 
select watering place in England or a fifth-rate resort of 
trippers without making any difference to the men who 
cast their nets in the deep waters off Rock-a-Nore. 

He came back into the High Street through the Petty 
Passage Way. It was now late in the evei^ng, and he 
was going ftK>me by the seven o'clock train. He had 
meant to visit the Qxiey Banks, but there would not be 
time, and he must content himself with a look upwards 
at their patched tiers, varying from the seventeenth- 
century houses that still huddled at the foot, through 
the tall, black, mine-stoned creations of the earlier Lusted 
— the Aldermen with their stomachs and cocked hats — 
to the latest projections of the mind of Lewnes, with 
bayed and stuccoed fronts and veranda shades like broken 
parasols. 

The last pilgrimage he had time for was to St. 
Nicholas churchyard. He came first of all to Becket's 
grave on the southern slope; he had seen the headstone 
before many years ago, but now his father-in-law's name 
had been cut below Morgan Becket's, with the text — " In 
death they are not divided." 

Then he crossed to the farther side of the church- 
yard, where Monypenny lay with his feet towards All 
Holland Hill. A plain, grey marble headstone marked 
his grave, with little more than his name upon it (accord- 
ing to instructions in his will) — "Edward Monypenny, 
gent., of Gun Garden House in this borough." Fanny 
had been buried more piously, arid the tombstone at the 
bottom expressed opinions on which its top half was 
remarkably silent. "Blessed are the dead wWch die in 
the Lord. For they rest from their labours and their 
works do follow them." 

Ted stood f^r a few moments by the grave, his head 
bowed, his thoughts with the man whose last act in life 
had been to give him all that he himself had lost. He 
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seemed to see his father in the streets of a new shining 
city — 

** Aflame, more fine than glass 

Of fair abbayes the boast, 

More glad than wax of cost 

Doth make at Candlemass 

The lifting of the Host. ... 

There many knights and dames 

With new and wondrous names 

Go singing down the street. . . .'* 

He did not lingfer. He had paid his dues to the dead, 
and nowi would leave those quiet sleepers to their sleep. 
Already the evening* shadows were creeping down Cuckoo 
Hill, swallowing up the dhurchyard, and spreading twi- 
light over town and sea. The sun lingered only on All 
Holland Hill, and in one last gleam on the Marine Parade, 
for a moment transforming it into the gioWing, shimmer- 
ing walk of light, the crystalline wonder, of its creator's 
dream. 

By the time he was down by the sea the brigihtness 
had faded. Only the dusk was there, shifty with indis- 
tinct colours. Th^ trippers wandered to and fro, up and 
down the Marine Parade, their gay colours at once fused 
and broken Sn the dusk ... it seemed to Ted that they 
were more quiet now that evening was come. 

Their feet made a shuffling, dragging nodse on the 
Parade, and here and there a laugh went up, or a muffled 
cry, or the sound of a kiss. Someone in a lodging on 
the Marine Parade was playing an old tune, a waltz of 
Waldteufel's — such as might have been danced' long* ago 
in the Assembly Room. ... The lights of the Pier sud- 
denly shot up out of the amethyst twilight of the sea, 
and the old tune was drowned in the crash of the muni- 
cipal band beginning one of Sousa's marches. The 
trippers broke Sieir half -quiet walk, and streamed towards 
the Pier and the bandstand. Soon the west end erf the 
Parade was. deserted. Only the great statue of Mony- 
penny stood blodced against the sunset, staring with blind 
eyes out to sea. 
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